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Star Over North Africa 
P""'JrHE American invasion of North 
1l Africa not only marked the 
beginning of a new and perhaps 
decisive phase of the war, but it 
constitutes one of the most dra-
matic episodes in the history of 
modern warfare. It is still too 
early, at this writing, to hazard a 
prediction as to the final outcome 
of the struggle for this vitally im-
portant sector. The cavalcade of 
events is moving so rapidly as to 
render futile any attempt in these 
columns to make a timely, up-to-
the-minute analysis of the cam-
paign. Such a discussion we leave 
to the greater competence of the 
professional news analysts and 
the war correspondents. 
What interests us far more at 
the present moment with regard 
to the battle for North Africa is 
something which is ultimately of 
much greater significance-partie-
T H E EDITORS 
ularl y in this Christmas season. 
North Africa, it will be remem-
bered, was a stronghold of Chris-
tianity in the earliest centuries of 
the Christian era. With the pass-
ing of the years, however, the 
Church in North Africa became 
flabby and faithless, so that it 
could not withstand the onward 
surge of Mohammedanism. And 
so, in the course of time, the 
Crescent replaced the Cross in 
North Africa, and what had once 
been a flourishing Christian com-
munity now became a citadel of 
Islam. And the Mohammedan 
grip on that historic land has re-
mained firm until this day. 
But among the khaki-clad 
troops who landed on North Afri-
ca's shores in that grey Novem-
ber dawn there were scores of 
brave men who wore on their 
collars a silver cross. And now, 
wherever the Stars and Stripes 
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may wave beneath North African 
skies, there Christian chaplains 
will plant the Savior's banner. In 
Morocco, in Algeria, in Tunisia, 
men will hear the strange, glad 
tidings of a greater God than Al-
lah. Where for centuries the 
muezzin has sounded, now the 
thrilling strains of "Onward, 
Christian Soldiers" and "A Mighty 
Fortress Is Our God" will ring 
forth. And, as Christmas ap-
proaches, the dark Mohammedan 
night will be pierced by the radi-
ance that streams from the man-
ger of the Christchild. In the 
calm North Mrican sky the Star 
of Bethlehem will shine. And the 
brightness of that Star will eclipse 
the Crescent's waning light. 
The Price of Victory 
C'INCE Pearl Harbor the cry has 
0 been, "More materiel, more 
men, a heightened morale!" On 
the whole, our country has re-
sponded to this cry beyond expec-
tations. Production of war mate-
rials has been stepped up to a 
speed which Americans would 
have regarded fantastic a year 
and a half ago; our armed forces 
have been increased by hundreds 
of thousands of men and will rise 
in number by at least two more 
million in the coming year. 
Yet, as Elmer Davis, of the Of-
fice of War Information, said a 
few months back, "America is not 
yet ankle-deep in the war." We 
add: America will be no more 
than knee-deep in the war even 
if it triples its production of war 
materials, if it triples the present 
size of its armed forces, and if its 
morale is heightened to the point 
of fanaticism. 
Production must be accelerated, 
the number of our armed forces 
must be increased, and morale 
must be stepped up. But some-
thing else will be necessary if we 
are to be more than ankle-deep 
in the war. We need a greater toll 
of human lives. In plain words, 
we need more dead men. Perhaps 
tens of thousands of Americans 
have already died in this war-
the Office of War Information 
only occasionally lifts the curtain 
which hides the lists of casualties 
-but if not, then we are as yet 
only ankle-deep in the war. To 
win, we must be in this war, at 
the minimum, knee-deep, and, at 
the maximum, neck-deep. 
War is not a matter of paying 
confiscating taxes, of raising huge 
sums for the war chest, of cute 
Cinderellas from Hollywood sing-
ing sweet ditties to soldiers in 
camp, of buying war stamps and 
bonds, of carrying about ration 
books, of being deprived of ordi-
nary comforts, of training our-
selves to become international-
minded. War is death-death for 
tens of thousands, hundreds of 
I 
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thousands, perhaps millions, of 
the finest young men to whom 
our country has looked for future 
strength and guidance. As Secre-
tary of the Navy Knox said in 
his address of October 27, "We 
have a long and agonizing road 
ahead of us . . . . the price in 
blood and treasure will be stag-
gering." 
0 God, make Americans con-
scious of what war is. Make all 
warring nations conscious of what 
war is. Make all Christians the 
world over conscious that also 
their sins are responsible for this 
bloody carnage and lead them to 
true repentance. In Thy mercy 
and at Thy appointed time let 
the nations of this earth once 
more enjoy peace. 
Democracy in Action 
. THE 1942 elections are over, but 
the memory lingers on-and 
the results will make themselves 
felt in a decisive manner for some 
time to come. Those who cherish 
the democratic system, Republi-
cans and Democrats alike, will 
take new courage from the invig-
orating spectacle of twenty-eight 
million citizens going to the polls 
to register their political prefer-
ences and to exercise the sover-
eign rights which the wise fram-
ers of the American Constitution 
had vested in them. In an age 
of dictatorship and nationalism, 
November 3, 1942, bears eloquent 
testimony to the fact that in this 
free and enlightened land the 
American voter still holds the 
reins of government in his hands, 
and that our public officials-both 
high and low-are the servants of 
a sovereign people, not the mas-
ters of a subject race. That is, 
and must always remain, the 
American way. 
If the 1942 elections mean any-
thing, they indicate that the 
American people want a vigorous 
prosecution of the war, so that it 
rna y be brought to an end as 
swiftly as justice will permit. The 
decisive gains registered by the 
Republican party involve a new 
and exceedingly heavy responsi-
bility for what Mr. Willkie calls 
"the loyal opposition." It will 
measure up to that responsibility, 
not if its approach to national 
problems is solely negative and 
reactionary, but only if it evolves 
a constructive and progressive 
policy. The Democrats, too, must 
be aware of the temper of the 
people. 
The mandate of the American 
people is that patriotism must be 
placed above partisanship. If our 
chosen leaders obey that mandate, 
they will face the future with 
courage and vision-and, above 
all, with a resurgent devotion to 
those democratic fundamentals 
that have made America strong. 
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Women in American Industryr 
F ROM the Educational Press Bul-letin, issued by the Superin-
tendent of Public Instruction of 
the State of Illinois (November, 
1942), we submit the following 
paragraph from an article titled 
"Women in Overalls": 
There are now 13,000,000 em-
ployed women in the U. S. A., 600,000 
more than there were last January 1, 
and 1,750,000 of these are working 
in war industries. Total civilian em-
ployment by the end of next year is 
expected to reach 53,000,000, and 
18,000,000 of these will be women. In 
other words, we must add between 4 
and 5 million women to the roster 
of workers if we are to reach the esti-
mated 1943 employment peak. If 
we're to meet the estimate, 1 out of 
every 3 or 4 housewives between the 
ages of 18 and 44 years will have to 
accept employment, or to put it an-
other way, 1 out of every 6 women 
18 years of age or over must go to 
work. 
We are proud of the manner 
in which American women are 
responding to the needs of the 
present crisis, and we have every 
reason to believe that they are 
doing a magnificent job. We 
know, too, that they will measure 
up to the noble example set by 
their British sisters and contrib-
ute in large measure to the ulti-
mate success of the United Na-
tions. 
Yet we cannot escape some mis-
givings. When we think of the 
millions of homes which are be-
ing disjointed as a result of moth-
ers no longer acting as the focal 
point of the 0 family circle, and 
when we consider that millions 
of boys and girls are being de-
prived of the counsel and guid-
ance which only a mother can 
give, then we view the future with 
a good deal of alarm. For, regard-
less of what we may do for the 
men in the service, for the train-
ing and education of 0 defense 
workers, for the support of the 
War Chest, and for the mainte-
nance of educational institutions, 
if the home is disjointed we must 
fear that a generation is being 
bred which is apt to become a 
terrible liability to our national 
welfare. 
We trust that Christian moth-
ers employed in war work will 
not forget that their first obliga-
tion is to their family, in particu-
lar to their children, and that 
they will discharge this obliga-
tion as faithfully as possible, even 
under trying conditions. 
Frederick Stock 
E VEN those who did not look upon the late Frederick Stock 
as one of the greatest of the great 
among the orchestra conductors 
of our time will admit that dur-
ing the past thirty-eight years, as 
' 
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conductor of the Chicago Sym-
phony Orchestra, he did much to 
advance the cause of music in our 
land. Stock was a pioneer, just as 
his predecessor, Theodore Thom-
as, was a pioneer. In 1905 the 
mantle of an intrepid trail-blazer 
fell upon his shoulders. He wore 
that mantle with distinction. The 
influence of his sterling musician-
ship reached out far beyond the 
city of Chicago. Stock was known 
throughout the United States and 
throughout the world as a musi-
cian who insisted, patiently, thor-
oughly, and with kindly deter-
mination, upon lofty standards. 
He stood firm against shoddiness 
and claptrap; but his features al-
ways lighted up whenever he 
learned of any new compositions 
which, in his opinion, had some-
thing important to say. Stock 
adored the masterpieces of the 
past without turning his back in 
a snobbish manner on thoughts 
and trends of the present. He was 
one of the staunchest friends of 
the American composer. 
Before the death of Thomas it 
became known that Stock would 
succeed the master as conductor 
of the Theodore Thomas Orches-
tra. When one dissatisfied indi-
vidual had the temerity to ask 
why the quiet, unassuming viol-
ist had been singled out above 
all others to carry on the work, 
Thomas replied with the bite and 
the sting which he could use with 
devastating effect, "I think I am 
old enough and have been in this 
business long enough to know 
what I am about." Time has 
proved that Thomas, the great 
pioneer, was not mistaken in his 
judgment. Those who write his-
tories of the phenomenal progress 
of music in the United States 
must, and will, devote much space 
to the achievements of Frederick 
Stock. Thousands of us are in his 
debt. 
Efficiency in This War 
U NCLE SAM took good care of the men in the armed forces 
who fought in World War I. He 
is taking better care of the men 
who are fighting in the present 
war. Here is one improvement re-
ported by Automotive War Pro-
duction (August, 1942): 
In World War I, the loss or 
breakage of glasses was a serious 
matter in the A. E. F. Since the 
Army's only optical shop was a 
stationary one in a Paris suburb, 
the soldier whose glasses were lost 
or broken in line of duty was a 
"casualty" until his loss could be 
taken care of through long and 
circuitous regulation procedure. 
More often than not such "cas-
ualties" hunted up a civilian op-
tician and paid for the replace-
ment out of their own pockets. 
In the present war the govern-
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ment is providing more adequate-
ly for the problem of lost or 
broken glasses. Soldiers who lose 
or break their spectacles in the 
field will have them immediately 
replaced or repaired by mobile 
optical shops, the first of their 
kind to be attached to United 
States field armies. 
The first of these truck-mount-
ed units, designed at the request 
of the Surgeon General's office, 
contains optical machinery, 36,ooo 
lenses, 8,400 frames, 6oo pairs of 
extra temples, and 1,200 spectacle 
cases. 
With this equipment 120 single 
lenses can be edged and mounted 
daily. It is estimated that each 
unit can take care of the average 
requirements of a field army of 
3oo,ooo men. 
It is reported that about 15 per 
cent of the men in the armed 
forces wear glasses. As each sol-
dier has a copy of his prescription 
attached to his service record at 
headquarters, his emergency needs 
can be taken care of immediately 
after he has reported them. 
A Monument to Christian 
Education 
ONE of the most significant achievements in church ac-
tivities in 1942 is the completion 
and dedication of the new educa-
tional building of the Third Bap-
tist Church in St. Louis this past 
October. 
This educational building is 
one of the largest of its kind in 
the world. Within its walls are 
ninety-three rooms and offices pro-
viding Bible school accommoda-
tions for 2,700. The building con-
tains also two auditoriums, one 
with a seating capacity of 1,8oo, 
the other seating 650. A nursery 
is provided for little tots and is 
equipped with beds and other 
necessary facilities. Included also 
are twenty-three classrooms for 
adults, eight age-group depart-
ments, recreation rooms, dining 
facilities for 8oo, a choir rehearsal 
room, and a library. From the 
full-page advertisement in the St. 
Louis Globe-Democrat (October 
15), we quote the following noble 
sentiments: 
More than brick and stone and 
mortar went into the erection of this 
edifice dedicated to God. Faith went 
into its building. Faith in the future 
of this community and of our nation. 
Faith that that future would be 
linked with God. Faith that the peo-
ple of generations yet unborn would 
follow in the footsteps of their fa-
thers, seeking God through Jesus 
Christ. 
Vision went into its building. Vi-
sion of a world restored to peace and 
a closer adherence to the teaching oi 
Christ ... teachings which will con-
tinue through the ages to direct men 
out of the wilderness into the lighl 
of God's truth. 
I 
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Sacrifice went into its building. 
The sacrifice of all the people who 
have given of their thought, their 
time, their skills and their substance 
to create a building which will be-
come a monument to God ... to 
erect an edifice which will be as a 
means of influencing the lives of 
countless men and women into more 
spiritual channels. 
Faith, Vision, Sacrifice ... these 
three have built the New Educational 
Building of the Third Baptist Church 
of St. Louis. 
Marriage Rules 
As the number of men in our 
fi armed service in England IS 
growing and, in the very nature 
of things, the marriage of some of 
these men to British women will 
follow, it is of interest to note the 
rules that apply to such mar-
riages. We quote from the Living 
Church: 
Rules governing marriages of per-
sons serving with the Canadian and. 
United States armed forces in Eng-
land have been laid down by the 
diocesan chancellors of the Church 
of England. The code states that a 
member of the Canadian forces desir-
ing to marry requires the written 
consent of his commanding officer, 
and that "no person serving with the 
United States Army or the United 
States Navy may marry without the 
approval in writing of the appropri-
ate senior commanding officer, which 
will only be granted on certain very 
stringent conditions being satisfied. 
Marriage without the necessary con-
sent involves liability to trial by 
Court Martial." 
"A woman marrying a member of 
the U. S. Armed Forces will not be 
allowed to accompany him on his re-
turn to the United States; will not 
become a United States citizen by 
virtue of her marriage to him; but 
will be subject to the general laws as 
to immigration and naturalization." 
The rules assert that "In over 20 
states of the United States marriages 
between white and colored persons 
are illegal and prohibited." 
The chancellors recommend that 
"in accordance with the Registrar 
General's instructions regarding the 
,issue of civil licenses to marry, an 
ecclesiastical license for marriage with 
a person serving with the Canadian 
or United States Armed Forces shall 
in no case be issued unless the for-
mal consent of the apprqpriate Com-
manding Officer be produced. Such 
formal consent should be forwarded 
to the diocesan registry for record. 
Where such formal consent is not 
forthcoming the application should 
be referred to the Chancellor for his 
instructions." 
Postwar Dreams 
M ucH has been, and is being, written about the postwar 
world. Some of it makes sense. 
Some of it is tripe. When Bruce 
Bliven, in the November Read-
er's Digest, came forth with "Six 
Cheering Facts about the Future," 
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he surely laid an egg. As editor 
and president of The New Re-
public he ought to keep his feet 
on the ground, which he does not 
do in his article. These are his 
six "facts": (1) War does not pay. 
(2) War is not justified by pres-
sure of population, (3) by the 
need of raw materials, (4) by the 
need of foreign markets or invest-
ments. (5) There is no instinct 
for war. (6) Emotions can be 
controlled. He concludes with 
this summary: 
To sum up, then: the scientists 
who know most about these matters 
believe that war no longer pays, that 
a world without war is entirely pos-
sible and that it can be attained at 
the end of the present conflict. All 
that is necessary is that we sincerely 
desire it and utilize the recently dis-
covered facts about human nature 
and human institutions in order to 
bring it about. 
Mr. Bliven has forgotten that 
the only way one can argue with 
a ravening wolf is to throw him a 
hunk of meat or shoot him. 
Another Advent 
No angel's wings with feathery sweep 
Shall touch Thy lowly bed this night; 
But overhead, on wings of death, 
The wide-winged bombers made their flight. 
Not gifts they bring for cheery hearths, 
But fire and ruin to fair homes, 
Until the carol breaks in sobs 
And tears blot out the happy tones. 
0 God, this is Thy lovely earth 
And men have made it hate and sin; 
But send again Thine angel hosts 





"All the trumpets sounded for him on the 
other side." -PILGRIM'S PROGRESS 
B Y 0. P. K R E T Z M A N N 
A Christmas Letter 
Dear Lindy: 
THIS letter has been long de-
layed ..... As day follows day, 
I have been thinking about writ-
ing to you almost continuously. 
.... Four years have now come 
and gone since we laid your tired 
body to rest on a windswept hill 
in Minnesota to wait for the day 
when Easter and Christmas will 
become a single festival. .... From 
your grave we went directly to 
the manger of the Child ..... I 
have always considered it an ad-
ditional evidence of the singular 
and personal goodness of God that 
He has given some of us a cradle 
and a grave to remember each 
December ..... It helps to tie the 
years together into the unity of 
the last outpost of the past and 
the first frontier of the future ..... 
The night is quiet in my town, 
the moon is high and white, and 
the smoke from my neighbor's 
chimney rises almost vertically in-
to the winter air ... . . Is there 
anything more still, as you re-
9 
member, than the branches of a 
tree on a windless winter night? 
.... All the whispering life of 
summer, the rustle of leaves, the 
scurrying of small things in ditch 
and hollow, the murmur of in-
sects, is gone ..... It was on a 
night like this that our Lord was 
born ..... Somehow I have been 
restless under the beating of that 
thought tonight. . . . . Did your 
and my ancestors in Europe feel 
the curious hush over the crea-
tion that night long ago when the 
world waited for the Creator to 
join His creatures in their prison? 
.... Did someone notice that a 
star was beginning to go on an 
unaccustomed journey? .... To-
night, I am sure, the errant star 
would be noticed ..... Our neat 
little minds now insist that the 
stars must remain in their courses. 
We are disturbed when they do 
not behave as we think they 
ought to behave ..... We have 
our charts, maps, and graphs, and 
once they are worked out we call 
them a natural law ..... We are, 
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you will remember with a smile, 
scientific ..... Such things as a 
wandering star, a Child born of 
a virgin, a sudden light in the 
sky, a song from heaven, are not 
for our sophisticated generation . 
. . . . You know now, even better 
than you did four years ago, how 
ridiculous-and how pitiful-we 
are ..... Even we are beginning to 
suspect it. . . . . A good many 
friends of yours and mine are to-
night fighting again in the gen-
eral neighborhood of the place 
where the manger stood ..... In 
fact, some boys from your parish 
will be closer to Bethlehem this 
Christmas night than they have 
ever been. . . . . That, you see, 
serves only to bring our tragedy 
and shame into more burning fo-
cus ..... The Child will find it 
harder to find a resting place in 
the world as it is tonight ..... 
Perhaps that is the reason for 
my restlessness ..... For the first 
time this year I have been play-
ing a few Christmas carols ..... 
Are they the diapason of history 
or are the voices over my radio 
more real and true? .... Either 
way the melodies do not blend. 
.... "Hark, the Herald Angels 
Sing" -"When the siren blows 
three times go to the place desig-
nated as an air raid shelter"; 
"Praise God the Lord, Y e Sons 
of Men" -"Praise the Lord, and 
Pass the Ammunition"; "Silent 
Night, Holy Night" - "Night 
bombing is not always accurate 
and may sometimes involve non-
military objectives" (that last 
means, Lindy, in case you have 
not ·heard, that little children 
huddled in shelters in London 
and elsewhere may be blown to 
pieces) .... I am unable to fit the 
melodies together ..... What 
should be counterpoint - God's 
melody and ours-has become dis-
cord ..... No wonder that some 
of us are restless tonight ..... You 
know now how the melody sounds 
when all the parts have been 
learned. . . . . You, who, under 
God, taught some of us to be rest-
less, are now at rest. .... I am 
sure you will not mind if I say 
that I envy you ..... It must be 
wonderful to have nothing but 
Christmas ..... To see the pur-
poses of God to the end from the 
beginning ..... To hear the mel-
ody now at last single and clear. 
.... To know as those whom you 
left here are known ..... All of 
us who said a momentary good-
bye to you four years ago are 
nearer to you now than we were 
then ..... Will you permit me to 
repeat something that I said as 
your tired body lay before the 
altar on that December day four 
years ago? .... It is still as near 
as I can come to an answer to the 
question which no longer troubles 
you as Christmas comes again: 
"And suddenly there was with the 
angel the multitude of the heavenly 
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host praising God and saying, Glo1·y 
to God in the highest." The greatest 
moment in the history of the angelic 
choirs had come. They were intoning 
the song of the redeemed of God. 
They were sounding the first note of 
the long processional of those who 
would come out of great tribulation 
to join the Christmas choirs of heav-
en. From that moment until the very 
end of time-and even here today-
every song on earth, carols and hymns 
and canticles, are only the momen-
tary antiphons of the eternal hymn: 
{(Glory to God in the highest." Glory 
for the poverty of the manger, glory 
for the mystery of the incarnation, 
glory for the forgiveness of sins and 
the blessed assurance of an eternal 
Christmas before Him Whose manger 
was a throne! 
Here, as nowhere else in the plans 
of God for men, the heavenly and 
the earthly worship meet. When all 
is said and done there can be only 
one song in heaven and on earth, on 
the lips of angels and in the hearts 
of men, in the Church at war and 
the Church at rest. And all of it is 
in the song of the angels over Beth-
lehem: {(Glory to God in the high-
est." Do we who remain here today 
want to sing the same song now be-
ing intoned by him who has gone be-
fore us? Then it must not be and 
cannot be a song of mourning and 
of pain. He no longer remembers the 
songs of our sorrowing hearts. He ha:; 
only one task now and only one 
song. It is the same eternal Gloria 
which began on the plains of Bethle-
hem. I know that we are still on 
earth. Our tears will come. For a 
moment today the Gloria of the an-
gels may become for us who remain 
the last and sweetest canticle of the 
waiting Church of God on earth: 
"Lord, now lettest Thou Thy servant 
depart in peace!" But it must be only 
for a moment. Now, even now, our 
voices must join his, and the etern::tl 
Gloria sound through again, through 
life and time and death, through 
sorrow and pain and tears, until in 
heaven and on earth there is only 
one song again, and we are singing 
it with Him: {(Glory to God in the 
highest." 
uAnd suddenly there was with the 
angel the multitude of the heavenly 
host praising God and saying, Glory 
to God in the highest, and on earth 
peace." The heavenly messengers 
came from the place of peace where 
he has gone to bring their song of 
peace. It is almost forgotten now in 
a world full of pain and anxiety and 
loneliness and loss and separation 
and the ashes of burntout fires, but 
it is the last tnd highest song for 
our hearts today. {(Peace on earth." 
My father and friend knew that it 
was not the peace of armies after 
battle or the calm of the sea after 
storm or even the peace of sunset and 
evening star. He lived in the peace 
of Christmas from beyond the stars 
of heaven, the peace which he now 
knows forever. \Vould not that be 
his word for us today? Perhaps now 
-here-more than ever before, it is 
time for us to look up to Him from 
Whom all peace comes. How con-
stantly our departed leader spoke of 
this peace to the hearts of men. He 
knew that men sought it desperately. 
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He knew that one night it had been 
found where they would never have 
sought it-in the Child lying in a 
manger, in the lullaby of a Virgin 
Mother, in the song of angels above 
sleeping hills. He knew that here 
alone was peace, the peace of con-
science and mind and heart which 
comes from the sure glory of our ac-
complished redemption. If he were 
still with us now, surely he would 
point our sorrowing hearts to the 
peace of Christmas, the blessed peace 
of God which passeth all understand-
ing. Also today there will be no dry-
ing of our tears and no relief of the 
tearing pain in our hearts until the 
final glory of the peace of the angels 
and heaven falls sweet on the sick 
heart and the weary head: "My peace 
I leave with you." 
The rest can wait until I see 
you again ..... 
As ever, 
John. 
A Christmas Address 
U NDOUBTEDLY there are few men and women in the 
Christian world today who are 
not aware of the deep tragedy 
and profound irony of Christmas 
in the Year of our Lord 1942. As 
the song of the angels, "Peace on 
Earth," rings out once more, there 
are members of the human family 
who can find momentary peace 
only in bomb-shelters under the 
earth. Perhaps never in the long 
and wayward story of man has 
the day of the Nativity of our 
Lord dawned upon a world which 
needed it more bitterly and more 
desperately. It is 1900 years now 
since the last act in the world's 
great drama of redemption was 
ushered in by the trumpets of 
heaven and the massed choir of 
angels. The manger became the 
cradle of all the fair hopes that 
the hearts of men had ever known 
and a messenger of eternity closed 
all the yesterdays and opened all 
the tomorrows with the shining 
words: "Glory to God in the 
highest: and on earth peace, good 
will toward men." Today we are 
once more standing near that si-
lent and holy night in which the 
frail hands of a baby divided the 
history of the world, finally and 
forever, into before and after. 
Certainly for us who walk so far 
down the ways of time there is 
immediate and desperate need to 
return to the Manger, to tear 
away the blurred bitterness of the 
years, and to find once more an 
old faith and a new joy. Much 
has happened these 1900 years 
since the first Christmas. Sin has 
followed sin, woe has been added 
to woe, and ages of cruelty and 
unbelief lie between us and the 
Manger-cradle under the singing 
skies. Today the story is more 
forgotten than ever-forgotten by 
the men who believe in the phi-
losophy of power-forgotten by 
those who find forgetfulness in 
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the lust for gold and the cult of 
the gutter-forgotten by countless 
men and women who have lost 
the faith of Christmas in the mad 
winds of the world's confusion 
and pain. Surely it is time for us 
to pause for a moment in the 
treadmill of living to see again 
what the angels saw and to hear 
again what the shepherds heard 
more than 1900 years ago. By the 
providence of God we may still 
hear it; by the mercy of God we 
may perhaps also believe it. 
W HAT after all is the meaning of Christmas for life in 1942? 
Is the story of Christmas only a 
fairy tale, woven of the hearts of 
men and spun by their broken 
dreams? Is it merely the story of a 
Baby, tender and beautiful, fra-
grant with old memories and sur-
rounded by the wonder of child-
hood? Or is it the gray legend of 
the birth of a dreamhaunted wan-
derer far from the ways of men 
who gave to the world a set of 
ideals and of moral challenges 
which it has never been able to 
touch? If this were all the mean-
ing of Christmas, we might just 
as well be preparing for the cele-
bration of the birth of Buddha, 
Confucius, or Abraham Lincoln. 
The meaning of Christmas for life 
and living in 1942 and in all the 
years before us is far deeper and 
higher than that. It sounds in the 
first blessed note of the voice of 
the angel, "Unto you is born this 
day a Savior which is Christ the 
Lord," echoes in the words of the 
Child in the Manger grown to 
manhood, "For God so loved the 
world that He gave His only be-
gotten Son, that whosoever be-
lieveth on Him should not perish 
but have everlasting life," and 
rises at last through envy and 
hate and fear and all the ten 
thousand sins which have drawn 
the heart blood of the world-
rises at last to the vision of the 
King of men on the throne of the 
Cross pouring out His blood as 
a ransom for many. You cannot 
believe in the Manger and refuse 
to believe in the Cross. If Christ-
mas does not mean the birth of a 
Savior from sin-then in the name 
of God let us at least be consis-
tent! Let the world and the 
Church make a party for the 
Christchild, inviting Puck and 
Peter Pan and Tiny Tim and 
dear old Santa Claus, and blend-
ing all into a weird and blasted 
harmony with the song of angels 
long ago. 
CHRISTMAS means more than that. It is a glimpse of heav-
en on earth, of the haunting pity 
of God for the lost children of 
men. Christmas is a fact-the fact 
of God's love for every wandering 
soul that has lost the way home. 
Christmas is a faith-the faith of 
every redeemed human soul that 
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has seen the shadow of the Cross 
fall on the face of the Baby in 
the Manger and heard beneath 
the song of the angels the tri-
umphant cry of the redeemed of 
God. 
I am dominated by the convic-
tion that only this meaning ot 
Christmas can bring it into more 
than a temporary and sentimen-
tal relation with life in 1942. To-
day we know, as we have not 
known before, that all our talk 
about good will toward men, if 
it is not a reflection of the Christ-
mas love which came from heav-
en, results only as it did on Christ-
mas Day in the fields of France 
in 1917-in a momentary com-
radeship in the no-man's land of 
hatred and fear. Christmas should 
bring new life to the sorrowing 
heart of the world-life, full, free, 
abundant and brave. One whose 
eyes opened in Bethlehem and 
closed on Calvary saw life that 
way and gave us the power to see 
it too. Years of shadow and night 
may lie between us and that 
meaning of Christmas, but today 
I should like more than anything 
else to set it in the lonely places 
of our souls. The story of Christ-
mas is the final wisdom of God 
which alone can give life mean-
ing and holiness and purpose and 
peace. In a world torn by war-
in a world in which so many 
hearts are broken and alone, we 
must know again that for the life 
that has once worshipped at the 
Manger in the faith of the shep-
herds no hope is too high, no 
dream is too holy to be fulfilled-
not even the ancient hope and 
dream of "peace on earth, good 
will toward men." 
O URS is a dark and dying world. Today men are more bewil-
dered than they have been for 
many a year. But perhaps it is just 
the wistful restlessness of the mod-
ern soul, so fearfully astray in its 
own life, which makes a return to 
the divine meaning of Christmas 
the most desperate need of our 
dark time. We may not always be 
able to put it into words, but we 
know it in our hearts as we know 
nothing else. By the bitter logic of 
time and circumstance we have 
learned that no law, no diplo-
macy, and no device invented by 
the wit of man, can free us from 
the law of the jungle, heal our 
broken lives, and bring them in-
to harmony once more with the 
melodies of God's own eternal 
Christmas. Now in 1942 there 
must be some voice from Heaven 
Above to tell us that our brief, 
broken, mortal life · has immortal 
meaning-some song to stir the 
old forgotten memories of the 
soul-someone to tell us how to 
live, how to die, and how to be 
happy despite the tramp of all 
the heavy years. And that voice 
comes today as it has come for 
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nineteen centuries of bitter hate 
and fearful malice from Heaven 
Above, down from the great halls 
of eternity, up through the mist 
and tears of time: "I am come 
that they might have life and 
have it more abundantly." This 
is the abundant life which men 
seek with such passionate quest 
today-even though they may not 
know it. A life of faith in the 
Christ of the Manger and the 
Cross-life, rich, overflowing and 
unending! This is the life that 
moves like an army overriding 
death. This is the life which was 
brought back into the world on 
Christmas morning 1900 years 
ago. This is the life that comes 
from Heaven and returns to 
Heaven. 
CAN Christmas in the Year of our Lord 1942 really mean 
that for you and for me? I truly be-
lieve that it can. Few generations 
in the. history of humanity have 
sought life and its last meaning 
with more passionate earnestness. 
We have found small, broken 
fragments of it in the laboratory. 
We have tasted its ashes in the 
wine of pleasure. We have seen 
its shell in the conquest of nature. 
But for many of our generation 
the last great discovery still re-
mains-the discovery that, by the . 
power of the Spirit of the Living 
God, life can be more than men 
have made of it-more than an 
unceasing round of toil and labor 
-more than a strange interlude 
between nowhere and nothing. If 
Christmas comes to you this year 
as our Lord wants it to come, I 
can promise you that it will make 
you a master of life and time and 
death-a victorious, conquering 
soul for whom the Child in the 
Manger has become the Everlast-
ing Arm and the Great Compan-
ion, the Captain of your destiny, 
and the Master of your soul. This 
is what Christmas can mean for 
you even today. Its songs come 
from the heart of eternity with 
healing for your weary life, heart-
sick and homesick for the Christ-
mas of God. Give the Child of 
Bethlehem time and room-and 
you will know at long last the 
glory of a life which is its own 
pledge and prophecy of eternity. 
A few years ago I heard a child 
say a Christmas prayer. It is a 
simple prayer-simple with the 
simplicity of God and of faith. Is 
it not time for us to tear away 
our masks of indifference and 
sophistication now so ragged and 
so torn, and join the little chil-
dren of the world-those who are 
still nearest to the Kingdom of 
Heaven-in a prayer which, I am 
very sure, will give you a contin-
uing and a holy Christmas: 
Ah! dearest Jesus, holy Child, 
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled, 
Within my heart, that it may be 
A quiet chamber-kept for Thee. 
a Ohristmas ~arland 
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Some say that ever 'gainst that season 
comes 
Wherein our Savior's birth is cele-
brated, 
The bird of dawning singeth all night 
long: 
And then, they say, no spirit dare 
stir abroad; 
The nights are wholesome; then no 
planets strike, 
No fairy takes, no witch hath power 
to charm, 
So hallow' d and so gracious is the 
time. (Hamlet, Act I) 
/CjVEN of Christmas, 1942, Chris-
~ tians may say with Shake-
speare, "So hallow'd and so gra-
cious is the time." For Christmas 
means the observance of the most 
momentous event in history, the 
birth of the Christ, the mighty 
God, as an infant, wrapped in 
swaddling clothes and lying in a 
manger. Christmas means that on 
the birthday of that infant the 
heavens were rent and an angel 
descended to this sin-stricken 
earth and announced to shep-
herds bivouacking on Bethlehem's 
plains the most joyful news ever 
proclaimed to men, "Unto you is 
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born a Savior." Christmas means 
that a vast multitude of angels 
appeared to those shepherds and 
sang the most rapturous hymn of 
praise ever heard by human ears, 
"Glory to God in the highest, and 
on earth peace, good will toward 
men." Christmas means that these 
shepherds hastened to Bethle-
hem, in simple faith embraced 
the infant as their Savior, and be-
came the first messengers to tell 
the sweetest story ever told-the 
story of the birth of Jesus. Yes, 
Christmas means that God loved 
the world with such unspeakable 
love that He gave His only-be-
gotten Son that whoever believes 
in Him will not perish but have 
everlasting life. 
Whatever, therefore, the dis-
tressing emergencies of the hour 
may be; however painful the grief 
which is piercing the hearts of 
those nearest the kin who was 
killed, wounded, or is missing in 
action; however icy the terrors 
which are freezing the hearts of 
those about to engage in a death 
struggle on distant lands and seas; 
however grim the specter of sin 
which dogs man's every step; 
--~----~-~' 
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Christians agree with Shakespeare 
even in this year of our Lord as 
they contemplate the meaning of 
Christmas: 
"So hallow' d and so gracious is 
the time." 
~ 
~till the £\ngd.s ~tng 
L ONG years spread out their way behind his feet as he 
walked his weary way for the 
twenty-first Christmas up the aisle 
to the candle-lit altar at the dawn 
of the feast day. He walked like 
a man in a dream. Ahead of him 
the choir moved into their seats 
and, from a far country, their 
voices reached him: 
....... the happy morn 
Whereon the Saviour of the world 
was born 
Rise to adore the mystery of love 
Which hosts of angels chanted 
from above ... 
Mechanically he found the al-
tar-step and the litany-desk. 
Kneel. .... Yes, we kneel at the 
beginning of the service. They 
were still singing ..... Time to 
pull himself together. He had 
listed three stanzas . .... End of 
number three would be "Peace 
upon earth and unto men good 
will. Amen." That was to be the 
theme today ..... And the glory 
of the manger bed that had al-
ways been so real. No, it was not 
only war ..... It was a wound 
much closer home. What made 
the song and sermon hard today, 
when otherwise, even in the last 
war, out in the black before Ver-
dun, there had been only peace 
and surety? 
They were almost through now. 
.... He must pull himself togeth-
er, pray once more the prayer of 
fullest childlike faith: 
Ah, dearest Jesus, hoi y Child, 
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled, 
To rest within this heart of mine 
And keep it ever, wholly, Thine. 
Amen. 
"Child, Child, Child." .... That 
was it! It was all so clear now. 
Last night, when the tree was lit 
at h<?me, they had read the sing-
ing beauty of St. Luke 2 for the 
grandchildren. Eyes big with won-
der. . . . . Questions on their 
sweet lips. . . . . "What are an-
gels? . . . . Where is Bethlehem? 
. . . . 1 esus came for me?" . . . . 
"Yes. 1 esus came for you. . . . . 
Bethlehem is far away, but Jesus 
isn't ..... Angels are with you 
all the time." 
Weary heads and restless stom-
achs found their pillows late. 
Once more, with all lights out he 
had stooped over Dicky as the 
child mumbled softly in his sleep, 
"0 Jesus, give me an angel." 
Yes, that was it. The choir was 
singing the Amen. Surely, the 
world was dark ..... A blood-red 
veil hung over the glory of the 
manger bed ..... The tears were 
hot in his own eyes ..... But 
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Dicky must have his "angel." .... 
And all the rest, who, like Dicky 
and Eunice and Marie and their 
myriad little comrades of every 
land, should have to build an-
other world where we had failed. 
His body strained against the 
smooth oak of the litany desk. 
.... He could not be weary now. 
. . . . The years rolled back. . . . . 
For Dicky and a new world he 
would bring the singing angels 
back. 
No one in the church knew 
about this but He who listens and 
who had lost weariness on his 
knees. 
~ 
1Cht ~ondrons ~irth 
O N the night when the Won-drous Birth took place in 
the little hill village of Judea, 
the things that loomed large in 
the minds of most men were 
things that made noise for a short 
while on the earth. There was the 
decree of Caesar Augustus, which 
crowded roads and towns with 
travelers; there were other mat-
ters of more localized interest 
which were topics of earnest dis-
cussion. All this that seemed so 
important at the time was of no 
consequence to anyone a few years 
later. But that God, on that night, 
quietly reached down from heav-
en and intervened in the fate of 
mankind-that changed the his-
tory of the world and is still the 
ground of the only hope of the 
children of Adam and the only 
source of peace for their souls. 
As we go our way through life, 
the noise and tumult of events 
in the material world around us 
beats on our ears and bids for our 
attention. There are events that 
seem of surpassing moment; our 
fate appears to hang on their is-
sue. It is right that we concern 
ourselves with them and play our 
part in them. But when all is said 
and done, our highest destiny 
and our most precious goods are 
not at stake in any changes of 
earthly circumstance. It is when 
God comes to us in the quiet of 
our souls, when He enables us to 
become children again at the 
mangerbed of His own Child-it 
is then that we find ourselves in 
the presence of that which really 
matters and which is able to give 
meaning and purpose to our lives 
and rest to our souls. 
~ 
''S!nd ualtrd thtm of lo\\1 dtgrtt'' 
z;::r CERTAIN priest named Zacha-
,__al rias ..... and his wife ..... 
Elizabeth ..... and they both 
were now well stricken in years . 
. . . . The angel Gabriel was sent 
from God . . . . . to a virgin es-
poused to a man whose name was 
joseph ..... and the virgin's 
name was Mary . .... Shepherds 
abiding in the field~ keeping 
watch over their flock by night. 
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.... And, behold, there was a 
man in jerusalem whose name 
was Simeon . .. . . just and de-
vout, waiting for the consolation 
of Israel . .... And there was one 
Anna, a prophetess ..... a wid-
ow of about fourscore and four 
years which departed not from 
the temple, but served God with 
fastings and prayers night and 
day ..... 
Zacharias and Eliza beth, Joseph 
and Mary, the unnamed shep-
herds, Simeon and Anna are the 
chosen of God from among the 
meek of the earth for the fullest 
revelation of the glory that 
touched the world and human 
hope when Christmas came. They 
were the men and women of low 
degree exalted as the first partici-
pants in the supreme manifesta-
tion of God· to the world. They 
were the first to hear the greatest 
story which God had to tell and 
to share with the angels of heaven 
the wonder of the holy night and 
of the Babe cradled in the man-
ger. To them it was given to lead 
the long line of the poor in spirit 
and the pure in heart who found 
salvation in the Christchild. 
Theirs was the Kingdom of Heav-
en and all that God had planned 
for the children of men on Christ-
mas Day. It is, therefore, not 
strange that the songs of Christ-
mas which they sang have been 
the chants of the Church through 
all the changing years. 
The world of 1942 has accumu-
lated much in sophistication. It 
has multiplied things to make 
life complex and to threaten the 
great simplicities of Christmas. It 
has learned to sing strange songs 
of praise to the power of man to 
save himself from the pursuit of 
fear and the prison of insecurity. 
These songs are the broken melo-
dies of Christmas 1942 lost in the 
noise of battle. A saddened world 
must capture again the joy and 
peace which came at Christmas 
to Zacharias and Mary and Sim-
eon. From them it must learn 
again that it is not the strong 
arm, the brilliant mind, or the 
grasp of scientific truth which lays 
hold of the mystery of Christmas. 
Then as now, it is the humble 
and contrite heart alone which is 
great enough to take in the full 
glory of Christmas and of the 
Christ who was born in Bethle-
hem. 
i!iol~ Jllight 
T HIS was the Holy Night. The church had grown stip, and 
its great trees stood as quietly as 
they had ever stood on their last 
hilltops. The children's services 
were over now, and all that Christ-
mas meant to many saddened 
homes was in the sermons of to-
morrow. But now there must be 
time to think and pray. A pastor 
needs that on a Christmas Eve. 
l ______ _ __ ____j 
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The cross glows with its con-
stant flame to light it day and 
night, and the high arches whine 
a little from the wind which loos-
ened windows only sift, not stop. 
Tomorrow ..... Tomorrow ..... 
Christmas in a mad world, Christ 
in the midst of crashing ideals. 
.... Men lost in madness. What 
were the other years like? Was 
Christmas out in the hills so much 
better? Were the stars really near-
er and brighter? Was the home 
circle all sparkle and joy? Were 
the simple splendors of the break-
able toys so much better than 
now? What is joy? 
And so the questions crowded 
in, and somehow the only answer 
and the only thing he could think 
of was the drunk who had found 
his way up to him while the 
chimes were being played in the 
old tower-room and had wept bit-
terly while he pleaded, "Sing 
'Stille Nacht' with me. Nobody 
done it since Ma died." 
His members would think he 
was crazy if they had heard him 
sing it with the drunkard-sitting 
there on the steps in the half dark 
-but somehow that was Christ-
mas too. 
~ 
11Cht iA.rrald angtls 
I T was two evenings before Christmas. The main street of 
the city was humming with ac-
tivity. Men, women, and children 
from every walk of life were in a 
rush to buy baubles and good 
things for the holiday of holidays. 
Some were complaining at the 
top of their voices about prices; 
others were discussing the war. 
Youngsters, shrieking their de-
light, kept scampering to and fro 
through the crowd. The show-
windows were ablaze with color; 
the street panted and throbbed. 
It was bedlam-the bedlam 
which descends upon the business 
districts of our cities when Tom, 
Dick, and Harry and the wives, 
the sweethearts, the sisters, the 
mothers, the fathers, and the chil-
dren of Tom, Dick, and Harry 
make ready to observe Christmas. 
Our nation had been at war for 
sixteen days. Some said that the 
coming of Christmas would bring 
surcease from worry. They would 
celebrate first and then dedicate 
themselves anew to the grim work 
of war. 
Suddenly there was music in 
the air. I pricked up my ears, 
and, above the noise of the crowd, 
I heard, faintly but clearly, the 
strains of l\1endelssohn's "Hark! 
the Herald Angels Sing." The 
throngs continued to go about 
their business; the noise, the push-
ing, and the scampering persisted. 
Yet the beautiful melody made 
its way through the babel of 
voices and the din of the street. 
Was the Prince of Peace using 
this song to remind the hustling 
------------~---' 
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shoppers that in the Christmas-
tide men, women, and children 
should center their thoughts 
above all upon the need of a 
Savior from sin? Here and there 
a face lighted up as the music 
asserted itself above the hubbub; 
but most of those who walked and 
pushed seemed unaware ·of its 
message of comfort and joy. 
Maybe I was mistaken. Perhaps 
the haunting tune was causing 
many a man, many a woman, and 
many a child to breathe a prayer 
of thanksgiving to Him who, cen-
turies ago, came into the world as 
the Babe of Bethlehem to deliver 
mankind from the curse and 
bondage of sin. God knows, every 
one of us in the crowd had need 
of the strength, the courage, and 
the hope which He of whom the 
herald angels sang to the shep-
herds of Bethlehem offers to a 
world torn by war and stained 
with gujlt. 
No, the song did not go un-
heeded. As I walked along, I 
heard a voice from the throng. 
"Too bad," it said, "that this mad 
rushing keeps so many from lis-
tening as they should to the 
Christmas carols and their mes-
sage." 
My story may not be exciting; 
yet it has much food for thought. 
We must pause and give ear to 
what Jesus of Nazareth has to tell 
us. The conflict in which we are 
now engaged will sear our souls 
as no war of ours has ever done. 
It will demand sacrifices, and it 
will prove time and again that 
sin will overwhelm the sons and 
the daughters of men unless they 
pin their faith on Him who alone 
can bring lasting comfort to their 
hearts. Forces arrayed against us 
have set their faces like flint 
against giving free course to the 
religion of Jesus Christ; but we 
dare not forget that among the 
United Nations, too, many of 
those who are working energeti-
cally, and fighting valiantly, for 
the cause of freedom believe and 
are sure that Christianity is out-
moded. If our enemies win, we 
shall be forced to bend our heads 
under a "new order" which scoffs 
at the song of the herald angels; 
if, after our own victory, there is 
no room among us for the Babe 
of Bethlehem, the future will be 
dreary and utterly without hope. 
The herald angels are singing 
to us once more on this second 
Christmas of the war. If we listen, 
we can hear their voices above 
the din of battle. Let us hearken 
to their song of love and deliver-
ance. Then we shall be able to 
face the problems of the postwar 
world undaunted and unafraid. 
~ 
mail at <thristmas 
THE heat was fierce ..... Out-side in the blazing sun under 
a shed of leaves the noonday 
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watch drowsed. No mail again. 
Perhaps they had even forgotten 
about this lonely outpost way 
down under. December here is as 
lazy as mid-August back home. 
"Whee-ee-eel" ..... Whistles 
picked up the chirp of the first 
alert and carried it like magic 
back into the palms and out again 
along the lonely stations of the 
beach ..... Smoke on the north-
ern h~rizon ..... It might be just 
a passing convoy ..... But there 
were no chances. . . . . There are 
no signs of visible action. . . . . 
You just had to feel men moving 
to prepared positions ..... May-
be this was it! 
Once more the whistle came. 
. . .. Sharp peeps. . . . . Like joy-
ful yappings of a favorite puppy. 
.... Someone had seen Old 
Glory in the top-spot. .... This 
was mail. . . . . This was Christ-
mas ..... No one started it. ... . 
But there they all were ..... In 
front of the commandant's hut. 
.... Art began to sing-softly, at 
first, as though he were hearing 
someone else sing it to him: 
Joy to the world, the Lord is come! 
Let earth receive her King. 
Let every heart prepare Him room, 
And Heaven and nature sing .... 
No more softly ..... No more 
alone. . . . . The full male voices 
strained the music of "Antioch" 
to its full glory. 
And Art was the only one who 
had no mail. 
<51oria in ~xrdsis Bror 
"~LORY to God in the highest!" 
~ These opening words of the 
angels' song at Bethlehem broke 
forth upon the stillness of a cold 
J udean night twenty centuries 
ago. The cold and the darkness 
of that night were symbolical of 
the spiritual state of Israel and 
the world. In Israel only a small 
remnant was looking forward to 
the salvation of God. The others, 
in their Pharisaic smugness and 
self-righteousness, were harboring 
dreams of political greatness and 
the removal of the Roman yoke. 
In the Roman Empire there was 
moral and spiritual bankruptcy. 
The worship of the gods had lost 
its hold on the masses, and the 
ancient philosophies no longer 
satisfied the intelligentsia. The 
angels' song began the dispelling 
of the darkness and heralded the 
dawn of the Christian era which 
would bring a new birth, new 
light, and new life to Jew and 
Gentile alike. Before the world 
even remotely dreamed of the 
future of the unknown virgin's 
Child born that night in a stable, 
the angels were praising God for 
His plan of salvation; and their 
"Glory to God in the Highest" 
anticipated the doxologies which 
men the world over would sing 
after them. 
Today a pall of darkness again 
covers this earth. Powerful forces 
t 
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have broken forth to endanger 
the Christian faith, the Christian 
Church, and our Christian civili-
zation. The Christian churches of 
occupied countries have been se-
riously hampered in their work, 
and their leaders have been per-
secuted and imprisoned. Chris-
tian missions in heathen lands 
have been severely disrupted, and 
the end is not yet. Still, the hope 
of the Church centers in the 
Christ of Bethlehem, the great 
Head of the Church, the omnipo-
tent Captain of our salvation. 
Whatever may come, this much 
is certain: the Church will never 
perish. There may be dark days 
ahead, days that will try men's 
souls even more than has been 
true till now, days in which it 
will seem that the gates of hell 
will, after all, prevail against the 
Church of Jesus Christ. But these 
days, if they come, will not be 
harbingers of the end of the cause 
of our Lord; they will be the 
deep darkness before a glorious 
dawn. Resting on His promise, 
"Lo, I am with you alway, even 
unto the end of the world," we, 
therefore, do not chant dirges and 
lamentations at this Christmas-
tide; but we raise our voices and 
join the angelic choir to sing 
hopefully, confidently, jubilantly: 
"Glory to God in the highest!" 
The Lord forsaketh not His flock, 
His chosen generation; 
He is their Refuge and their Rock, 
Their Peace and their Salvation. 
As with a mother's tender hand 
He leads His own, His chosen band -




AND W. G. POLACK 
VANISI-ITNG POINT 
OF MATTER 
I lately ran across a state-
ment by Alfred North White-
head, veteran mathematician and 
philosopher of Cambridge and 
Harvard universities, in the 
course of his argument for the 
proposition that all nature is an 
organism and that the only reali-
ties are living forms. It headed 
up in these sentences: 
The mental states of an animal 
modify the ultimate smallest organ-
isms, such as electrons. Thus an elec-
tron within a living body is different 
from an electron outside it, by reason 
of the plan of the body. 
I hope none of my astrolabists 
believes that he can understand 
these sentences or the proposition 
defended by Dr. Whitehead. He 
would remind me of the candidate 
for the Ph.D. in Leipzig back in 
24 
the twenties who was being exam-
ined by the faculty in philosophy 
and, in the course of the discus-
sion, was asked in a pleasant way, 
"Have you read Kant's Kritik der 
rein en V ernunft?" The answer 
was a snappy u]awohl!" "And-
you have understood it?" Again, 
with alacrity the u]awohl!" The 
poor duffer was told months later 
that his failure to obtain the cov-
eted degree was chiefly due to his 
affirmation that he had under-
stood Kant's famous criticism of 
reason. The philosophical faculty 
evidently argued that a candidate 
who knew so little of the Kritik 
that he was unable to point out 
the incomprehensible portions, 
was not yet ripe for the Doctor 
in Philosophy. 
No, I have never yet met any-
one who has understood Profes-
sor Whitehead. I have met two 
young ladies, graduates of Rad-
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cliffe, coed appendage to Harvard, 
who claimed to have gotten an 
insight into his philosophy after 
hearing him in a course of special-
lectures. That there are human 
beings, a few, who actually are 
able to comprehend Whitehead's 
speculations I don't doubt. But 
whether the average university 
physicist is able or not to follow 
the argumentation of Whitehead, 
I believe that most would sympa-
thize with his conclusion, in 
which Whitehead rules out ma-
terialism as void of all merit as a 
philosophical system. 
T HIS is really an astounding cor-ollary from the mathematical 
and physical speculations of 
Whitehead-supported, I think, 
by every reputable thinker today, 
no matter what their attitude to-
wards religion. Materialism is the 
teaching which discovers absolute-
ly nothing in the universe except 
matter and motion, that denies 
all purpose, mind, God. But the 
very science which once caused 
materialism to prevail in the lec-
ture halls, physics, has been the 
undoing of the materialistic 
world-view. It began in 18g6, 
when, through the discovery of 
radium, scientists received their 
first true conception of the atom. 
It was soon discovered that the 
human mind has no machinery, 
in its most extended mathematics, 
for comprehending what goes on 
within the atom. These electrons 
of the textbooks really exist. They 
can be counted and measured. 
They are not philosophy, they are 
science. The radio transmitting 
and receiving sets are built on 
the mathematics of the electron. 
But when Eddington playfully 
says that "an electron decides how 
large it ought to be" -what are 
you going to make of that? But 
he goes on: "Now we realize that 
science has nothing to say as to 
the intrinsic nature of the atom. 
... Why not, then, attach to the 
atom something of the spiritual 
nature of which a prominent 
characteristic is thought?" 
The am using thing is that 
while such statements seem to be 
utterly goofy, they express some 
of the greatest certainties, of mod-
ern science. One of the pioneers 
of modern biology, Thomas Hux-
ley, fifty years ago, in the midst 
of his onslaught on the Christian 
faith, declared: 
I am no materialist, but believe 
materialism to involve grave philo-
sophical error .... The materialistic 
position is as utterly devoid of justi-
fication as the most baseless of theo-
logical dogmas. (On the Physical Basis 
of Life.) 
But in his time there was still 
some scientific adherence to the 
philosophy which believes that all 
motions in the universe are to be 
thought of as mechanically deter-
mined by invariable law and that 
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there is no Power beyond the 
stars; for he speaks of "all the 
materialistic writers I know of." 
But Dampier-Wetham says, "The 
old materialism is dead," to which 
Henshaw Ward added (in 1931), 
"It seems to be not only dead, but 
buried, quite forgotten by living 
science." And a little later: 
Anyone who thinks that the epi-
thet "materialist" has any meaning 
nowadays is unimaginative, antiquat-
ed, dogmatic, and quarrelsome. He 
has no right to address a civilized 
audience. 
We conclude that the high-
school teacher of biology who 
proclaims himself a believer in a 
universe which has behind it no 
Creator and is ruled by no Provi-
dence, but is simply a product of 
natural forces acting on the nine-
ty-some elements,-that such a 
teacher is antiquated, in fact, is 
not civilized. 
~ 
WE BESEECH THE 
BROADCASTERS 
~ Their pronunciation of 
~ Dieppe, Sevastopol, Chich-
ester, and Bataan may offend 
those of us who still believe that 
standard pronunciation should 
prevail also in the case of proper 
nouns; but when they give us 
datta instead of data and pro-
nounce disaster disawster, we 
agree with Frank Colby, who said: 
We have no interest in newly ac-
quired tricks of speech, however win-
some. What we want is the news, 
intelligibly presented. And for Pete's 
sake, try to pronounce the war names 
with some degree of uniformity! 
Colby has a particular griev-
ance against the announcers who 
stupefy us with phony broad a's 
in words which neither English-
man nor Australian has ever pro-
nounced with the ah sound, as 
for instance: "The British high 
commawnd demawnds a new 
clawss of aircrawft plawnt work-
ers be drawfted to avert another 
vawst disawster as blawsted our 
chawnces in Frawnce." 
There are a few words in which 
the Englishman, Canadian, A us-
tralian, and some of our Eastern-
ers use the broad a: ask, after, 
bath, chance, dance, grasp, grass, 
half, path, rather, staff, vast. But 
even in these the common Amer-
ican a as in man is perfectly good 
pronunciation. Webster's diction-
ary declares that "in the United 
States and Canada the 'A' (flat as 
in man) sound is used in words 
by a large majority of speakers-
probably not less than a hundred 
million." 
A weird mispronunciation of 
the German "strafe" is due to the 
reverse tendency of broadcasters 
to make the a long (as in the 
word "ate") . All European lan-
guages except the English give the 
natural a a broad pronunciation, 
I 
r 
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as in ah. If the word is to be used 
at all as applied to machine-gun 
attacks by airplanes upon ground 
troops or positions, it should at 
least be pronounced "strawffing" 
and not "strayffing." 
This word, even when correctly 
pronounced, would never make 
sense to a German. It is certain! y 
not a military expression taken 
over from the German. In the be-
ginning of the first world war a 
poem circulating throughout Ger-
many had for its title and refrain 
the line, "Gott strafe England"-
God punish England! English sol-
diers called German shelling or 
machine-gunning a "straffing," 
and proceeded to return some 
"straffing" of their own. Thus the 
word acquired its present mean-
ing in the war reports in addition 
to being almost universally mis-
pronounced by the broadcasters. 
Before we leave the subject, we 
shall depose that we hardly know 
which mannerism, President 
Roosevelt's "again)" Mr. Church-
ill's "NahzeeJ" and Wendell Will-
kie's ((job)" we dislike most. 
THE GRACKLES ARE GONE 
£ No telling where they went, 
~ but they are gone. Yester-
day there was still a swarm of sev-
eral hundred in the little grove, 
and the noise they made was deaf-
ening. As they journeyed back 
and forth in their aimless flights, 
they were a black cloud. Most peo-
ple call them blackbirds, some, 
starlings, but the Philadelphia En-
quirer last year established that 
the true name was "Grackles," 
and the reporter is corroborated 
by the Standard Dictionary. 
This Philadelphia paper re-
ferred to the efforts of the people 
in a suburb to get rid of the 
grackles who were about that time 
on one of their instinctive migra-
tions from telephone poles, gar-
bage dumps and certain sections 
of the Delaware River, to their 
winter homes. It seems that a 
number of Philadelphia suburbs 
united in requesting a fire com-
pany to rid the shade trees of 
these animals. From a description 
we gather that they took fire 
trucks around the streets, shoot-
ing searchlight beams into the 
trees in the insane hope that this 
would disturb the beasts away 
from a community that takes a 
pride in straw hats, home fronts, 
and so on. As a matter of fact, 
you may flash so many lights in 
starlings' eyes that the starlings 
refuse to sleep without a light 
on any more; but you will not 
remove them from their perches. 
The last time that I saw a real 
infestation of starlings was in 
Rochester, Minnesota, back in 
1940. They had successively taken 
possession of city blocks in vari-
ous parts of Rochester, making 
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their home in the double row of 
shade trees in one block for two 
or three days at a time, then mov-
ing to another part of town for a 
similar visitation, with results 
that are absolutely indescribable. 
In that town they began shooting 
revolvers, rifles, and shotguns in 
their desperation; but the police 
interfered with these measures-
perfectly futile, one should add, 
since no convention of blackbirds 
ever was phazed by anything 
weaker than a blast of dynamite. 
Not only did the birds remain in 
the streets of Rochester, but they 
were not dislodged from a single 
block until they got ready to 
move. Only an inherent weakness 
of the English language prevents 
me from describing the result. I 
was told that finally a traveling 
salesman at the hotel, hearing the 
lamentations of the townspeople 
over the starling visitation, sug-
gested that there was a sure cure. 
Upon his advice, a committee of 
citizens sought, and finally found, 
a stuffed white owl, placed it on 
a pole, and lifted it into a tree 
black with grackles, with the re-
sult that the birds rose from the 
city in a black cloud and disap-
peared in the direction of their 
winter home. 
The Enquirer, in the news item 
which has occasioned these medi-
tations, relates that one time a 
few years ago a building super-
intendent in one of the Western 
Pennsylvania counties had an 
idea that he could rout 1o,ooo 
starlings from the county jail 
windows by shooting Roman can-
dles at them around midnight, 
and it worked all right for that 
night, because they moved across 
the street and bothered the peo-
ple over there. The next night 
they moved back. 
This superintendent, however, 
was proud of having thought up 
the idea and resented that the 
humanity of his measures was 
questioned. That was in the early 
days, before most people realized 
that starlings were a pest, and 
when a newspaperman indignant-
ly asked how the superintendent 
would like someone to come into 
his bedroom at night and shoot 
him from the rear with a Roman 
candle, he replied: 
"Well, if I went and sat on his 
window sill and was not any bet· 
ter behaved than these birds, l 
would not blame him." 
LOOKING BACKWARD 
In these days of rationing, 
priorities, ceilings, freezings, 
and other sacrifices because of the 
war, when we all will be tempted 
to bewail our lot, it may help us 
readjust ourselves calmly to the 
things that must be if we take a 
look back upon the past and see 
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what our forefathers endured un-
der conditions that were normal 
in their day. 
J. B. McMaster, in the second 
volume of his History of the Peo-
ple of the United States} tells us 
something about life in America 
about a century and a half ago. 
In our Christmas literature the 
stagecoach and the tallyho have 
been glamorized. What it actually 
meant to take a journey over the 
holidays by stagecoach is some-
thing else again. We are told: 
The stage-coach was little better 
than a huge covered box mounted on 
springs. It had neither glass windows, 
nor door, nor steps, nor closed sides. 
The roof was upheld by eight posts, 
which rose from the body of the ve-
hicle, and the body was commonly 
breast-high. From the top were hung 
curtains of leather, to be drawn up 
when the day was fine, and let down 
and buttoned when rainy and cold. 
Within were four seats. Without was 
the baggage. Fourteen pounds of lug-
gage were allowed to be carried free 
by each passenger. But if his port-
manteau or his brass-nail-studded hair 
trunk weighed more, he paid for it 
at the same rate per mile as he paid 
for himself. Under no circumstances, 
however, could he be permitted to 
take with him on the journey more 
than one hundred and fifty pounds. 
When the baggage had all been 
weighed and strapped on the coach, 
when the horses had been attached 
and the way-bill made out, the elev-
en passengers were summoned, and, 
clambering to their seats through the 
front of the stage, sat down with their 
faces toward the driver's seat. On 
routes where no competition existed 
progress was slow, and the travelers 
were subjected to all manner of ex-
tortion and abuse. "Brutality, negli-
gence and filching," says one, "are as 
naturally expected by people accus-
tomed to travelling in America as a 
mouth, a nose and two eyes are 
looked for in a man's face." Another 
set out one day in March, 1796, to 
go from Frenchtown to New Castle, 
on the Delaware. Seventeen miles 
separated the two towns, a distance 
which, he declares, a good healthy 
man could have passed over in four 
hours and a half. The stage-coach 
took six. When it finally reached 
New Castle it was high noon, the tide 
was making, the wind was fair, and 
the boat for Philadelphia was ready 
at the wharf. Yet he was detained 
for an hour and a half, "that the inn-
keeper might scrub the passengers 
out of the price of a dinner." 
H ERE is another interesting ex-ample: 
Another came from New York by 
stage and by water. He was almost 
shipwrecked in the bay, lost some of 
his baggage at Amboy, was nearly 
left by the coach, and passed twenty 
hours going sixteen miles on the Del-
aware. The captain was drunk. The 
boat three times collided with vessels 
coming up the river. A gentleman set 
out in February to make the trip 
from Philadelphia to Baltimore. Just 
beyond Havre de Grace the axle 
broke. A cart was hired and the pas-
sengers driven to the next stage-inn. 
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There a new coach was obtained, 
which, in the evening, overset in a 
wood. Toward daylight the whole 
party, in the midst of a shower of 
rain and snow, found shelter and 
breakfast at a miserable house three 
miles from Baltimore. But the host 
would not suffer one of them to dry 
their clothes by the kitchen stove. 
When an editor in the town was asked 
to publish an account of their trip 
he refused. The owners of the coach-
line might, he said, hinder the circu-
lation of his newspaper. To add to 
the vexation of such delays, "the 
Apostolic Assembly of the State of 
Delaware" had forbidden stage-
coaches to cross their hand's-breadth 
of territory on the Sabbath. The 
worst bit of road in the country 
seems to have been between Elkton, 
in Maryland, and the Susquehanna 
Ferry. There the ruts were so deep 
that as the wheels were about to en-
ter one the driver would call upon 
the passengers to lean out of the 
opposite side of the coach, to pre-
vent the vehicle being overturned. 
"Now, gentlemen," he would say, "to 
the right." "Now, gentlemen, to the 
left." 
OUR present-day hotel accommo-dations are ideal compared to 
what was common in certain parts 
of our country at that time. 
Though it must be said that usu-
ally the conditions here described 
were not typical of New England. 
It was not uncommon to put at 
least three persons in a single ho-
tel room, sometimes more. To 
quote McMaster: 
The custom was a general one, and 
of all customs was the most offensive 
to foreigners. No such thing, it was 
said, was ever seen in the British 
Isles. There every decent person not 
only had a bed, but even a room to 
himself, and, if he were so minded, 
might lock his door. In America, 
however, the traveller sat down at 
the table of his landlord, slept in the 
first bed he found ·empty, or, if all 
were taken, lay down on one beside 
its occupant without so much as ask-
ing leave, or caring who the sleeper 
might be. If he demanded clean 
sheets, he was looked upon as an 
aristocrat, and charged well for the 
trouble he gave; for the bedclothes 
were changed at stated times, and 
not to suit the whims of travellers. 
As we go to our comfortably 
warmed churches during this hol-
iday season, we might give thanks 
also for the improvements we en-
joy in this respect. Here are a few 
sidelights on churches and wor-
ship in "ye olden times": 
The sides of the building (church) 
were unpainted, the roof was shin-
gled and often destitute of steeple or 
bell. The main door opened on a 
broad aisle that led to the high pul-
pit, with its green cushions and fun-
nel-shaped sounding-board that hung, 
like an extinguisher, from the roof. 
A narrow aisle crossed the broad one 
midway and joined the doors on 
either side. Close to the four walls 
was a row of pews, separated by a 
continuous aisle from the body of 
the church. Beneath the pulpit sat 
the deacons, and just before them 
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were the deaf-seats and benches for 
the old and feeble who owned no 
pews. In the front gallery sat the 
singers. The young women filled the 
wall-pews of the right-hand galle~y. 
The little girls had benches. Spm-
sters and elderly women of the flock 
were given the first row of seats. In 
the left-hand gallery were the young 
men and boys. 
The minister arrives. 
When the deacons had taken their 
seats, when the congregation had all 
come in, a sudden rush into the 
men's gallery served to announce 
that the minister was near. As he 
walked gravely down the broad aisle, 
whispering would cease, and, in the 
midst of profound silence, the sexton 
would hasten to his seat on the pul-
pit steps. Then the minister would 
rise and read two lines of a Psalm, 
a deacon would repeat them, the pre-
centor with a pitch-pipe would set 
the key, and the congregation and 
the choir join in the song. The sing-
ing would now be thought abomin-
able. The congregation that could 
drone ten tunes was an exception .... 
The hymn sung, a prayer followed; 
then a sermon, and after the sermon 
the benediction and a long pause. 
The reverend man would then quit 
the pulpit, take his wife on his arm, 
and, followed by his children, go 
bowing and smiling out. 
After the sermon: 
The congregation were then at lib-
erty to leave. Some, who came from 
afar, would be carried off to partake 
of a cold lunch at a friend's, and 
there wait for the service of the after-
noon. Others would eat their lunch-
eon in the pews. Such waiting in 
summer was thought little of. But 
in winter not the sturdiest among 
them could call it pleasant. Not a 
meeting-house was warmed. Not a 
chimney, not a fireplace, not a stove 
was to be seen. Stories have come 
down to us of a minister who, in the 
depth of winter, preached in g~·eat­
coat and mittens, and complamed 
that his voice was drowned by per-
sons stamping and knocking their 
feet to keep warm. Yet nothing was 
done to improve this. In Connecticut 
a few obtained "winter privileges," 
and stayed away. Others were suf-
fered to put up "Sabbath day houses," 
or "noon-houses," hard by the meet-
ing-house on the road. They were 
rude structures, sixteen feet square, 
with a door on one side and a win-
dow on another. To them, when 
morning service was ended, the peo-
ple would flee to eat and warm them-
selves by an open fire that almost 
took up one side of the house. In-
dulgences of this kind were not ap-
proved of in Massachusetts. There 
even old and feeble women were 
forced to be contented with tin foot-
stoves and a few hot coals. The ex-
penses of maintaining the meeting-
house were great enough without the 
addition of fires and stoves. 
~AND MUSIC MAKERS 
Conversations TVith a Sacred Cow 
[CONTINUED) 
BY WALTER A. HANSEN 
DRAMATIS PERSONAE 
A Sacred Cow Named Taste 
An Apostate 
t\ S. C. Do you agree with me 
• . when I say that Stephen Col-
lins Foster was a master-melodist? 
A. I do. I'm sure that some of 
Foster's tunes will live as long as 
men, women, and children thrill 
to music great in its essence and 
uplifting in its power. What's 
more, I'll say with all my heart 
that "Swanee River" alone enti-
tles its creator to a place of lasting 
distinction among the able song-
writers of the world. Foster was a 
melodist to the manner born. He 
failed when he tried his hand at 
other types of composition; but 
in the field of song he sometimes 
rose to imposing heights. That's 
enough, isn't it? 
S.C. Would you call Foster the 
Schubert of the Western Hemi-
sphere? 
A. By no means. It serves no 
helpful purpose to speak of Fos-
ter as the American Schubert. It's 
true that both men were richly 
gifted as melodists; but here the 
similarity ends. Schubert drew 
from a far deeper understanding 
than Foster. In addition, his craft-
manship was on a much higher 
plane. His background and his 
skill were broader. He wrote hun-
dreds of masterpieces. Foster left 
us only a handful of works that 
seem destined for immortality. 
Schubert composed in many 
forms; Foster was a washout 
whenever he departed from the 
writing of simple songs. And right 
here it's important to give empha-
sis to the fact that the very sim-
plicity inherent in "Swanee Riv-
er," "Old Black Joe," "Massa's in 
de Cold, Cold Ground," and a 
few more jewels from his pen is 
an element of greatness. 
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... Slnd all \\ltnt to be taxed, cner~one into his o\\ln cit~. 
. . . Slnd ~ oseph also \\lent up from <5alilce, out of thr cit~ of Razarrth, into 
~udaea, unto thr cit~ of f>a\lid, \\lhich is celled )Bethlehem; 
... 1Co be texrd \\lith mar~ his espoused \\lifr, bring grrot \\lith child. 
. . . 2lnd so it \\las, th~t, \\lhilr thr~ \\lrrr thrrr, thr de~s \\lrrr accomplished thot 
shr should br ddi\lrrrd . 
. . . 2lnd shr brought forth hrr firstborn son, and rorapprd illim in s\\laddling clothrs, 
and laid iltim in a mangrr; brcausr thrrt \\las no room for them in the inn. 
. ----------
... S!nd thrrr \\lrrr in thr samr countr~ shrphrrds abiding in thr firld, krrping \\latch 
o\nr thrir flock b~ night. 
. . . S!nd lo, thr angd of the 1Cord camr upon thrm, and thr glory of tht 1Cord shone 
round about thrm: and thr~ \\ltrr sore afraid. 
I 
... 2lnd the ongd of tht 1Lord said unto them, .fror not: for, behold. ~ bring ~on 
good tidings of great jo~, \\lhich shall br to oil people. 




... 3nd this shall be ~ sign unto ~ou; !2t shell find the babe \\neppcd in s\Deddling 
clothes. l~ing in e menger . 
. . . gnrt sudden!~ there \DJs \\lith the angel a multitude of the hea\lenl~ host praising 
<Bod, and sepinq, 
... <Bior~ to <5od in the highest, and on earth pracr, good \\Jill to\\JJrd men. 
... Slnd it came to pass, as the angels \\Jere gone aroa~ from them into heallcn, the 
shepherds .said one to another, 1.ct us no\\l go ellen unto )Scthlchcm, and sec 
this thing \\lhich is come to pass, \\lhich the 1.ord hoth made kno\\ln unto us. 
. . . Slnd the~ came l\lith haste, ond found mor~, ond ~ oscph, and the babe l~ing in 
a manger. 
• • 
... <and \llhrn thr~ had scrn it, they madr kno\lln abroad thE so~ing l\lhi(h roes told 
thrm concerning this (hild. , 
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S.C. I believe that the master-
pieces you've just mentioned are 
folk songs in the true sense of the 
word, don't you? 
A. I'm not sure. I wonder 
whether it's possible to give a 
satisfactory answer to your q ues-
tion. Some say that Foster's songs 
give voice to the thoughts and 
the feelings of the United States 
as a whole; others declare that 
the gems are "particularized"-
an ugly word, by the way, in 
sound as well as in expression. 
But why should we let this de-
bate vex us? Why not be content 
for the present to acknowledge 
with all our hearts that some of 
Foster's songs are classics and 
that we have every reason to be 
proud that they came into being 
in the land of the Stars and 
Stripes? 
S. C. For my part I'll go on be-
lieving that "Swanee River" and 
other manifestations of Foster's 
ability are genuine folk music, 
and no one can convince me that 
it isn't justifiable to speak of Fos-
ter as one of the greatest song-
writers of all time. 
A. Permit me to ask you a ques-
tion. Do we, in the final analysis, 
accord fitting honor to any com-
poser by giving vent to sweeping 
superlatives? 
S. C. Why not use superlatives 
when you're sure that they're 
based on truth? 
A. Can you be sure that they're 
not founded on error? Even wise 
men often discover that their 
judgments are seasoned with, and 
vitiated by, the spice of preju-
dice. Do we ever succeed in rid-
ding our minds of every trace of 
bias? Pharisaical stubbornness has 
a way of worming itself into much 
of our thinking. The very fact 
that you're proud to be a sacred 
cow makes you proud of your 
opinions, and the very fact that 
I take delight in being an apos-
tate causes me to take delight in 
my beliefs. Do you agree? 
S. C. You're spinning dialecti-
cal cobwebs. Why don't you say 
more about Foster? Why don't 
you try to prove that I'm wrong 
in my conviction as to his rank 
among composers? 
A. I'm ready to say more about 
Foster; but I'll do so with fear 
and trembling. I'll try to be dis-
passionate. Will I succeed? The 
odds seem to be against me. 
The gift of writing beautiful 
melodies, you see, was imbedded 
in Foster's flesh and blood; but 
many of the mysteries of har-
mony, counterpoint, and compo-
sition were far from his ken. 
Would it be right to say that our 
country, and the world at large, 
would have been deprived of an 
important writer of songs if he 
had enjoyed the advantages of a 
comprehensive training in what 
is called the theory of music? 
Would much learning have sti-
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fled his ability to give simple and 
forthright expression to feelings 
that are elemental-feelings that 
come from the heart and go to 
the heart? 
Have I been spouting high-
sounding balderdash? Maybe it's 
wiser to say that Foster would 
have become a more competent 
composer if he had learned the 
ins and outs of theory and, inci-
dentally, if he had not been a 
dyed-in-the-wool tippler. 
The wonder of it all is that 
Foster was able to indite such ap-
pealing songs of plantation life 
even though he wasn't a South-
erner. He was born in Lawrence-
ville, Pennsylvania, near Pitts~ 
burgh; and he paid only two vis-
its to the South. Strangely enough, 
these trips took place after he had 
written his finest songs. It's clear 
that he knew much about the 
people with whom his ballads 
deal, and it's easy to see that 
what he heard and read concern-
ing the carefree existence of many 
of the Negroes below the Mason 
and Dixon Line fascinated him 
to an extraordinary degree. He 
was a sentimentalist through and 
through. Unfortunately, he did-
n't spare the bottle. Habitual 
overindulgence in a drink made 
of rum and brown sugar brought 
about his premature death in 
Bellevue Hospital, in New York 
City. He passed away three days 
after he had been found lying un-
conscious in the hall of a cheap 
lodging house in the Bowery with 
blood oozing from his throat. 
Such was the end of the man who 
gave us "Swanee River." 
S. C. I won't debate any longer 
with you about Foster. There's 
no sense in locking horns with a 
Pharisee of the Pharisees. But I 
do want to say at this time that 
I think the tune of our national 
anthem, "The Star Spangled Ban-
ner," is in need of drastic revi-
sion. Parts of it are almost un-
singable. 
A. You're rehashing an old, old 
story, Mrs. Cow. For years some 
musicians have been telling us 
that the melody used for Francis 
Scott Key's spine-tingling poem is 
mediocre in quality. Tommyrot! 
To me the tune of "The Star 
Spangled Banner" is unforgettably 
impressive. Don't the simplified 
versions which some tunesmiths 
have been trying to palm off on 
us divest the song of much of its 
strength? Many say that "The 
Star Spangled Banner" climbs too 
high in at least two of its phrases; 
but wouldn't you rather hear a 
few squeaking high tones when 
the anthem is sung than rob the 
melody of the spirit of exulta-
tion? To my thinking, the melody 
of "The Star Spangled Banner" 
should remain as it is. 
S. C. I suppose you consider 
George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in 
Blue" a classic. 
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A. I do, just as I believe that 
there's much fine gold in Jerome 
Kern's Show Boat. 
S. C. How can you thrill to 
the music of Bach, Beethoven, 
Brahms, Schubert, Wagner, Cho-
pin, and other great masters and, 
at the same time, derive pleasure 
from works written by Gershwin 
and Kern? 
A. Is it a sign of distinction to 
be snobbish? Why, please, can't 
you, or I, revel in the beauty of 
Bach's Brandenburg Conce·rtosJ 
for example, Beethoven's SeventhJ 
Brahms's Fourth, Schubert's Un-
finishedJ Wagner's ParsifalJ and 
Chopin's Etudes and, without do-
ing violence to our intelligence 
or turning our sense of the fit-
ness of things upside down, de-
clare that the "Rhapsody in 
Blue," with all its borrowed 
plumage, has the earmarks of a 
classic and that Show BoatJ with 
all its "corn," is the work of a 
master-melodist? 
I'm not saying, mind you, that 
the "Rhapsody in Blue" or Show 
Boat are on a par in intrinsic 
worth with the great masterworks 
of music; but I do lift up my 
feeble voice to affirm in all seri-
ousness and in all sincerity that 
if snobbishness had won the day 
when Bach, Beethoven, Brahms, 
Mozart, and other Titans lived 
and worked, the compositions 
from their pens would, in an 
likelihood, now be lying dead in 
unmarked graves. Remember that 
it's one thing to refer bitingly 
and scaldingly to songs filched 
from Tchaikovsky's Piano Con-
certo in B Flat MinorJ Grieg's 
Piano Concerto in A MinorJ and 
Bach's "Little Fugue in G Mi-
nor" as abominations pure and 
simple and another thing to point 
out the folly of assuming a snob-
bish attitude toward composi-
tions like Gershwin's "Rhapsody 
in Blue" and Kern's Show Boat. 
And, speaking of "corn," it's 
worth our while to bear in mind 
that "corn" often differs from 
"corn" in worth and in glory. 
There's good "corn" in this world, 
and there's poor "corn." What-
ever "corn" there may be in 
Show Boat is more than reason-
ably good, and whatever "corn" 
may strut through the pages of 
' the "Rhapsody in Blue" is, to me 
at least, both appetizing and 
nourishing. (TO BE CONTINUED) 
RECENT RECORDINGS 
NICOLAS RIMSKY- KoRSAKOFF. Sche-
herazade: Symphonic Suite. The 
San Francisco Symphony Orchestra 
under Pierre Monteux.-A magnifi-
cent exposition of one of the most 
brilliant orchestral works ever writ-
ten. There is sorcery in the music 
itself; there is sorcery in the play-
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ing of San Francisco's excellent or-
chestra. The "March" from Rim-
sky-Korsakoff's Tsar Sultan is in-
cluded in the set. Victor Album 
920. $5.78. 
FRANZ PETER ScHUBERT. Trio No. 1, 
in B Flat Major, Op. 99. Artur 
Rubinstein, pianist; J ascha Hei-
fetz, violinist; Emanuel Feuermann, 
'cellist.-An ideal performance of a 
work that bubbles over with unfor-
gettable melodies. The three great 
musicians fuse their artistry into a 
unified whole. This is chamber 
music at its best and noblest. Vic-
tor Album 923. $4.73. 
FRENCH OPERA ARIAS. Stephano's 
recitative and aria, "Que fais-tu," 
from Charles Gounod's Romeo et 
juliette; Siebel's aria, "Faites-lui 
mes aveux," from Gounod's Faust; 
"Connais-tu le pays," from Am-
broise Thomas' Mignon; "Je con-
nais un pauvre enfant," from Mig-
non. Gladys Swarthout, mezzo-
soprano, with the Victor Symphony 
Orchestra under Wilfred Pelletier. 
-Miss Swarthout has one of the 
truly great voices of our time. 
These recordings reveal all the fine 
qualities of her artistry. Victor Al-
bum 925. $2.63. 
SAMUEL BARBER. "Adagio for Strings." 
The NBC Symphony Orchestra un: 
der Arturo Toscanini.-Mr. Barber 
is a young American who has much 
to say in his deftly written works. 
Toscanini, recognizing the man's 
sterling ability, gives a beautiful 
reading of a composition which is 
strikingly Bachian in its melodic 
content. Victor disc 11-8287. $1.05. 
A Window on Water 
Half rock, half wind-blown wave is he, 
The open window of whose heart 
Looks out on the uneasy sea; 
Words of his. spirit are a part 
Of the gale's apostrophe. 
He is the silent gull in flight. 
When sun and air and tides agree 
His is the thraldom of the free. 
-ROLAND RYDER-SMITH 
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Last Man Out 
WHAT ABOUT GERMANY? By 
Louis P. Lochner. Dodd, Mead & 
Company, New York. 1942. 395 
pages. $3.00. 
F ROM 1921 to 1941 Mr. Lochner was a member of the Associated 
Press staff in Berlin. During the last 
fourteen years of this period he was 
Chief of Staff. In 1939 he won the 
Pulitzer Prize in journalism for his 
accurate portrayal of conditions and 
events under the Nazi regime. Short-
ly after Germany declared war on the 
United States Mr. Lochner, together 
with the other American correspon-
dents who were still in Berlin on 
that fateful December 7, was interned 
until May, 1942. His book is now 
the latest-and we believe greatest-
report of conditions in Germany. It 
brings our knowledge of the facts up-
to-date. 
There are three striking and dis-
tinctive things about Mr. Lochner's 
answer to the question "What about 
Germany?" In the first place, he has 
the cool, objective tone of the true 
journalist. His job is to report the 
facts with a minimum of interpreta-
tion. His shattering indictment of 
Naziism and all its works is, therefore, 
all the more convincing. In the second 
place, the reviewer has been struck 
by his uncompromising insistence 
that Naziism must be wiped out be-
fore the world can return to the ways 
of Western civilization. He piles fact 
on fact to prove that it is a relapse 
into barbarism and a continuing dan-
ger to the entire civilized world. In 
the third place, it is equally striking 
that Mr. Lochner insists that there is 
"another Germany." Temporarily 
cowed, hidden, · and beaten, the 
"Front of Decent People" still exists. 
Although they are inarticulate and 
silent at the present moment, they 
have not moved far from the main 
stream of Western thought. He insists 
that they can be reached and per-
suaded to join the family of civilized 
nations after the Nazi gang has been 
eliminated. 
Mr. Lochner is above all a first-
rate journalist. He has a reporter's 
eye for the significant and the news-
worthy. In addition he has the su-
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preme journalistic virtue of complete 
honesty. Even in the days of soft de-
lusion, during 1939 and 1940, when 
many in America and England still 
thought that this was a phony war, 
he dared to cable coldly factual ac-
counts of the brutal reality of the 
Nazi sweep eastward. For seven years 
he had seen them organize for con-
quest. He had observed the complete 
subordination of all areas of life to 
the demands of war. More than any 
other American journalist he tried 
to rouse the democracies by realistic 
accounts of Nazi power and effi-
ciency. 
One of the most fascinating in-
sights into Nazi methods is the chap-
ter on the secret instructions given 
to the German and foreign press by 
the propaganda ministry under the 
direction of the incredible Goebbels. 
"The Astrolabe" referred to them in 
the November issue of THE CRESSET. 
In these instructions, especially to 
the German press, we have a terrify-
ing picture of Nazi dishonesty. Every 
day the German press was told ex-
actly what it could say and what it 
could not say. 
Mr. Lochner also makes it very 
clear that there can be no compro-
mise between the Church and Nazi-
ism. He writes: 
"The persecution of the Protestants 
under the Nazi regime in many ways 
parallels that of the Cathol~cs .. ~here 
was a systematic effort to mtxmxdate, 
jail, or remove the lower Protestant 
clergy. If I remember correctly, there 
were at one time as many as nine hun-
dred Protestant clergymen in jails or 
concentration camps. When I left Ger-
many, the number still under arrest, 
despite a supposed truce for the dura-
tion of the war, was estimated at one 
hundred. 
"For a while, it looked as though the 
Nazi storm were to sweep the churches 
before it. But there arose a fearless min-
ister of the Gospel, a former submarine 
commander, railway section worker, and 
plain farm-hand, who dared resist t~e 
Nazi invasion of the Church. Martm 
Niemoeller became the head, front and 
shoulders of a movement within the 
Evangelical church which adop_ted the 
suggestive name of Bekenntm~synode 
(Confessional Synod), because 1ts ad-
herents were determined proudly to con-
fess their faith in the Old and New 
Testaments of the Bible despite Nazi 
opposition." 
Mr. Lochner's final chapter, "What 
can topple Hitler?" is probably the 
best blueprint for ultimate victory 
which the United Nations have had. 
He points out that we can win only 
by total measures, that we must have 
a united command, that nuisance as-
saults on Germany can be very effec-
tive, that air supremacy is essential, 
and that we must take the offensive 
once it is properly prepared. He feels, 
too, that we must look ahead and 
"see what kind of world we have in 
mind for the future." 
This is a must book for all who 
really want the truth about Germany. 
Mr. Lochner had fewer prejudices 
and hates than any other American 
journalist. His story is both terrify-
ing and hopeful-terrifying because 
he shows so clearly what we are up 
against, and hopeful because he feels 
that once the Nazi gang has been 
liquidated Germany can again be-
come the land of Luther, Goethe, 
and Beethoven. 
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Darkness in the Rhineland 
THE SEVENTH CROSS. By Anna 
Seghers. Translated from the Ger-
man by James A. Gals ton. Little, 
Brown and Company, Boston. 
1942. 338 pages. $2.50. 
0 N A cold wind- and rain-swept night in late October the pris-
oners in Barrack III in the concen-
tration camp at Westhofen crowded 
about a dingy little cast-iron stove. 
Gently and carefully work-roughened 
hands laid a fire - a small fire, for 
the men had only a handful of kind-
ling-wood and five shovelfuls of coal. 
They were grateful for the warmth 
and the cheer of an unaccustomed fire. 
The leaping flames brought comfort 
to their tired and tortured bodies 
and peace to their troubled hearts. 
This was no ordinary fire. The wood 
which had kindled it had been cut 
from the seventh cross, and thus it 
became a symbol - a symbol, not of 
suffering or despair, but of unquench-
able hope and deathless faith. For a 
week seven crosses had stood at the 
edge of the grim "Dancing Ground" 
in the prison-yard at Westhofen. Six 
of the crosses had borne their ter-
rible burden; but the seventh had re· 
mained free. The body of George 
Heisler had not been hung against 
the nail-studded trunk of the plane 
tree which had been pressed into 
ignoble use. 
George had escaped. He was free. 
He, their comrade, had eluded the 
trap set for him by the Gestapo and 
had returned to the land of the liv-
ing. In every heart there was an un-
spoken thought, "Where is he now?" 
George's escape from the concentra-
tion camp caused these helpless men 
to feel 
nearer to life than they had for a long 
time-or at any time later, much near-
er, too, than all the others who are 
under the impression that they are 
alive ..... They all knew how ruth-
lessly and fearfully outward powers 
could strike to the very core of man , 
but at the same time they felt that at 
the very core of man there is some-
thing unassailable and inviolable. 
T HE SEVENTH CROSS was the Book-of-the-Month Club selection tor 
September. One critic has said of it, 
"The greatest horror about this novel 
is the horror that it is true." But 
there is something far greater, some-
thing far more moving in Anna Seg-
hers' story. This something is im-
measurably comforting because it, 
too, is true. The Seventh Cross is no 
mere horror story. It is not only the 
harrowing account of the escape of 
seven prisoners, of the swift retaking 
of six hunted creatures, and the suc-
cessful flight of the seventh fugitive; 
it is a vivid, forceful, and honest 
analysis of the people who make up 
the Third Reich. We see not only 
the Nazi Fahrenberg, "a fool who 
battered prisoners to bits in unpre-
dictable fits of cruelty," but also the 
German Wallau, who fought the 
creed of Naziism with unbelievable 
courage because he · believed that 
"what was happening to his people 
was the most terrible thing that 
could happen to any people, for the 
best that grew in the land was being 
torn out by the roots because the 
children were being taught to regard 
it as weeds." There are the brutal 
guards, the infamous Gestapo agents, 
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and the unscrupulous police commis-
sars who have it in their power to 
blot out the light of life in their 
quivering victims but can never ex-
tinguish the bright flame of the spir-
it. Pitted against them are the little 
people, from the paper-hanger Met-
tenheimer down to the man who is 
known only as "an upright man will-
ing to run considerable risk." Here 
are men and women of the "old or-
der" in Germany -men and women 
who treasure memories of a national 
life which was not dominated by fear 
and hatred and tyranny. Zillich, the 
murderer who wore the uniform of 
the State, alone saw Wallau's last 
terrible ordeal, and yet within an 
incredibly short time the workmen 
who had been Wallau's comrades 
quietly passed from hand to hand a 
slip of paper bearing the words, "This 
murder will have to be heavily paid 
for on the Day of Judgment." A sim-
ple statement, this, but an impor-
tant one; for it is an expression of 
the force which lies in the people. It 
was this force which defeated Fah-
renberg's carefully laid plans for the 
recapture of George Heisler. It is 
this force which one day will triumph 
over the oppressors who have brought 
a new darkness over the earth. 
Until December 7, 1941 
TIME OF PEACE. By Ben Ames 
Williams. Houghton Mifflin Co., 
Boston. 1942. 750 pages. $2.75. 
MR. WILLIAMS, well- known for such novels as Splendor, Small 
Town Girl, etc., and the historical 
novels Come Spring, Thread of Scar-
let, and The Strange Woman, in this 
volume again enters the field of his-
tory to write of our own times, name-
ly, the period from September, 1930, 
to Pearl Harbor. The author explains 
the origin of this story thus: 
In September 1939, on the outbreak 
of the war, I decided to write a book 
about a father and son who were close 
to one another and to make that story 
run from the son's boyhood up to our 
participation in the war; the title to be 
"Time of Peace"; the ironic connota-
tion being that in time of peace we 
prepared for war by having children 
and loving them and rearing them-
only to give them at last to the armed 
forces. 
As was to be expected, when the 
book was completed two and one-
half years later, the connotation had 
broadened and deepened; but the 
central theme, the story of Mark 
Worth and his son Tony, remained 
stronger than ever. These two are 
brought more closely together through 
the early death of Mrs. Worth. We 
follow Mark's efforts at training and 
educating his boy, and it is particu-
larly the last ten years of our nation's 
history that is brought into sharp 
focus. We see the depression as it 
affected the circle in which the 
Worths moved, the beginning of the 
Roosevelt regime, the opposition of 
those who felt that America had no 
business to meddle in the affairs of 
Europe, the pro and con discussions 
concerning Hitler, until at length 
the public mind changes and the 
conviction grows that we as a nation 
cannot stand on the side lines and 
do nothing. The story closes with 
Tony serving as a flyer and the news 
of Pearl Harbor. There are some ex-
cellent characters who are included 
in the Worth family's circle of 
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friends, not the least of which is Elin, 
the Swedish housekeeper. It is an in-
teresting story, well told by one of 
our most capable present-day novel-
ists. 
Morale on the Down- rade 
LAST TRAIN FROM BE LIN. By 
Howard K. Smith. Alfre A. Knopf, 
New York. 1942. 359 p gcs, $3.00. 
I F YOU have read Willia L. Shir-er's Berlin Diary and Harry W. 
Flannery's Assignment to ~erlinJ you 
should by no means over~ook How-
ard K. Smith's Last Train from Ber-
lin. The three books~ c stitute a 
triology, so to speak, deali g with the 
state of affairs inside Ge any after 
Adolf Hitler, whom Mr. Smith de-
scribes as "a short, very hort, little, 
comical looking man," ad decreed 
that there would be war. When Mr. 
Shirer relinquished his p st as news 
reporter for the Colu bia Broad-
casting System in Berlin Mr. Flan-
nery stepped into the reach; and 
when Mr. Flannery, in t rn, left the 
Third Reich, Mr. Smith ndertook to 
broadcast to the United States what 
the lynx-eyed censors pe itted him 
to say. After trying in ain for sev-
eral months to give is listeners 
news rather than the pr paganda of 
the Nazis, he saw the selessness of 
remaining on the job. In. fact, the 
Germans themselves arred him 
from the microphone. Hostility to-
ward the United States was growing 
by leaps and bounds wh n Mr. Smith 
stepped into the shoes f his prede-
cessor; it ripened into declaration 
of war a few hours after he had man-
aged to board the last t ain that took 
citizens of the United States out of 
Germany in December, 1941. The 
correspondents who remained were 
confined in camps for many months 
before they were permitted to shake 
the dust of the Reich from their 
feet. 
MR. SMITH believes that the mo-rale of the German people has 
been cracking more and more ever 
since it became known throughout 
· the land that Hitler's armed forces 
would not, and could not, crush the 
Red Army in short order. He speaks 
of October 9, 1941, as the watershed 
of Nazi history; for on that day Dr. 
Otto Dietrich, "flapping his right 
palm back over his shoulder in imita-
tion of the Fuehrer's salute and grin-
ning as if fair to bursting with the 
tidings he bore," crawled out "on a 
mighty high limb" by declaring that 
Moscow would soon fall and that but 
little time would elapse before the an-
nihilation of the U.S.S.R. "On that, 
gentlemen," he concluded, "I stake 
my whole journalistic reputation!" 
For a while the Germans shouted for 
joy. But Moscow held, and the Red 
Army continued to defy the Wehr-
macht. Then 
after Hitler's little press chief had 
raised the spirits of his people to the 
skies and then let them fall again down 
into the abyss of despair, German prop-
aganda could never again influence to 
any important degree the morale of 
the German people. From now on a 
wall of distrust separated the Ministry 
of Dr. Goebbels from his people. The 
shepherd-boy had hollered "Wolfl" too 
often. 
The author then goes on to point 
out that the graph of civilian morale 
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in Germany moved, like an army, on 
its stomach. It descended to ever 
lower depths. 
Every fresh gain of Russian terntory 
has meant a severe economic loss-a loss 
of valuable man-power from Germany's 
own factories-to the Nazis. Every mili-
tary gain inside Russia has been an 
economic defeat to the most important 
element of the German homefront: the 
arms factories. 
Not even Japan's entry into the war 
could stay the economic decline in 
the Reich. 
Last Train from Berlin warns 
against false optimism on our part; 
but Mr. Smith declares that "there is 
no reason to be unduly pessimistic." 
In the chapter entitled "Valhalla in 
Transition" he shows how thoughts 
of the heaven on earth of which the 
Germans dreamed when Hitler, at 
the outset of his reign, uttered so 
many glowing promises have become 
gall and wormwood to the rank and 
file. His observations have led him 
to assert: 
As an idea, Nazism is dead as a door-
nail. As for the German people, they 
are attached to the Nazis like the man 
who unexpectedly found himself hold-
ing on to a lion's tail, and kept .right 
on holding on, not because he enjoyed 
the lion's proximity, but because he 
was scared speechless at what might 
happen if he let go. 
The book gives valid reasons for 
believing that the Germans cling to 
the lion's tail because 
they are terrorized by the nightmare of 
what will happen if they fail to win 
the war, of what their long-suffering 
enemies will do to them; of what the 
tortured people of their enslaved na-
tions, Czechoslovakia, Poland, France, 
will do when there is no longer a Ges-
tapo to hold them down. 
Mr. Smith speaks at length of the 
spectre of anti-Semitism in Germany. 
He analyzes its causes and mentions 
some of its consequences. To the 
Nazis, he contends, Franklin D. 
Roosevelt was unerhort (the English 
"unheard of" does not give the pith 
of the German adjective) because the 
President of the United States was 
immune to Hitler's opiates and, 
"against strong internal opposition, 
branded each false promise for what 
it was, and proceeded to gird Ameri-
ca's loins as well as possible in view 
of the difficulties in his path." Fur-
thermore, the author is convinced 
that the Nazi revolution is at an end 
because "the economic history . . . . 
has been, in plain language, the sys-
tematic confiscation of workers' in-
comes to pay profits to the owners of 
material Germany." The Christian 
religion, declares Mr. Smith, is far 
more dangerous to Hitler "than an 
organization which is purely politic~! 
in its opposition." The author IS 
sure that a great gulf is fixed between 
the Nazi party, with its Gestapo, and 
the old military caste of Germany; 
and he believes that 
one of the best ways, if not the best 
way of all, to defeat Hitler is to make 
our war aims, our blueprint for a new 
world, known as definitely and clearly 
as possible to our own people, to the 
German people and to the world right 
now! 
Last Train from Berlin is far supe-
rior to Mr. Flannery's Assignment to 
Berlin; and, in more than one re-
spect, it is a more valuable book than 
Mr. Shirer's Berlin Diary. 
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After the War 
FOOD: A WEAPON FOR VIC-
TORY. By Bertram Fowler. Little, 
Brown & Company, Boston. 1942. 
185 pages. $1.50. 
T HE United Nations are confident that they will win complete mili-
tary victory with God's help. But 
will they win the peace? Can they 
rebuild the postwar world in such a 
way that the threat of future wars 
will be eliminated? If so, how? These 
are the questions which Mr. Fowler 
discusses. 
Our failure after World War One, 
the author points out, arose from the 
fact that we did not look ahead and 
plan for the problems that faced us 
when firing ceased. The difficulties 
existing in 1918 are, however, almost 
insignificant when compared with 
those that are piling up in Europe 
now. At the close of this war Europe 
will be more exhausted and disorgan-
ized than ever before. It will be 
stalked by the specters of famine, pes-
tilence, and anarchy. Only if we plan 
now, on a scale equal to that of our 
war effort, for the relief and rebuild-
ing of that war-torn continent, will 
we be able to counter the threat of 
chaotic conditions that would affect 
the whole world. 
Mr. Fowler suggests steps that 
should be taken: the earmarking and 
allocation of surplus food stuffs, med-
ical personnel and supplies, and 
transportation facilities that will be 
available, so that what is most ur-
gently required can be sent, accord-
ing to plans carefully laid in advance 
and without loss of time, to the areas 
that are in greatest need, to be fol-
lowed up with more permanent meas-
ures. The magnitude of this task, 
however, is such that no one nation, 
not even ours, could undertake it 
single-handed. The United Nations 
must combine their resources for that 
purpose as fully as they are now do-
ing for the prosecution of the war. 
And if the relief and rehabilita-
tion thus afforded are not to be a 
mere stopgap, to be followed by such 
disasters as grew from the last war, 
they must be tied up with a con-
certed, well-planned effort to build 
up international justice and co-opera-
tion and to put an end to whatever 
exploitation of weaker peoples has so 
far been permitted to go on. Only on 
such a basis can the world, after the 
war, look hopefully into the future. 
Mr. Fowler presents his argument 
clearly, realistically, and practically 
and calls attention to facts and fac-
tors which we have not seen so · fully 
discussed anywhere else. 
Education by Radio 
THE NEW INVITATION TO 
LEARNING. Edited by Mark Van 
Doren. Random House, New York. 
1942. 436 pages. $3.00. 
T HIS volume is the second series of dialogues, transcripts of direct re-
cordings of unrehearsed conversa-
tions broadcast weekly by the Colum-
bia Broadcasting System from No-
vember 16, 1941, through May 31, 
1942. The publication was prompted 
by the generous response of the pub-
lic to the broadcasts. 
In this series the following books 
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came under discussion: Poetry and 
Drama: The Book of Psalms (the 
Bible), the Oresteia (Aeschylus), 
Poems (Horace) , Hamlet (Shake-
speare), Faust (Goethe), The Wild 
Duck (Ibsen) . Philosophy: A Dis-
course on Method (Descartes) , Eth-
ics (Spinoza), Beyond Good and Evil 
(Nietzsche) . Fiction: Fables (Aesop 
and La Fontaine) , Gargantua and 
Pantagruel (Rabelais) , Don Quixote 
(Cervantes), Candide (Voltaire), 
Tom }ones (Fielding), Alice in 
lifT onderland (Carroll) , The Turn of 
the Screw (James), Sherlock Holmes 
(Doyle) . History and Biography: 
History (Herodotus), Letters to His 
Son (Chesterfield), Life of johnson 
(Boswell), American Scenery and 
Character (Audubon), Conquest of 
Mexico (Prescott), Memoirs (U. S. 
Grant) . Politics and Society: Speeches 
(Demosthenes and Lincoln), Spirit 
of Laws (Montesquieu) , Reflection 
on the Revolution in France (Burke) , 
Rights of Man (Paine), Social Con-
tract (Rousseau) , Essay on Popula-
tion (Malthus) , Looking Backward 
(Bellamy). , 
Each chapter has a special bio-
graphical introduction. Mark Van 
Doren is the leader in the discussion 
that follows, and his two fellow-con-
versationalists are usually men or 
women who are thorough! y familiar 
with the author and book under dis-
cussion. In this list there are, among 
others, Louis Untermeyer, Franklin 
P, Adams, Margaret Webster, Ber-
trand Russell, Henry Hazlitt, Lin 
Yutang, Andre Maurois, Irwin Erd-
man, Allen Tate, and Jacques Bar-
zun. The purpose of the conversa-
tions, which, by the way, are gener-
ally very well done, was to tell what 
the books contain and to define their 
meanings for the world today. Some-
times the picture of the book's con-
tents is not as clear as it might be, 
and sometimes the application of its 
lessons to our times is not convinc-
ing. However, these are only minor 
faults. As a whole both the Colum-
bia Broadcasting Company and the 
publishers are to be commended for 
their work in this field, the former 
for giving to millions of listeners at 
least a fair acquaintance with some 
of the world's great classics, the lat-
ter for giving the conversations per-
manency between the covers of a 
printed book. 
Camera at War 
SHOOTING THE RUSSIAN WAR. 
By Margaret Bourke-White. Pho-
tographs by the author. Simon and 
Schuster, New York. 1942. 298 
pages. $2.75. 
T o BE in the midst of a bombard-ment, not deep in a bomb shel-
ter, but on an open balcony armed 
only with a camera and a few flash-
bulbs - that is the privilege for which 
Miss Bourke-White fought long .and 
hard. She was finally permitted to 
roam around in Moscow during the 
heavy bombings and to photograph 
the horror and the unearthly beauty 
of the air raids. The best of her pho-
tographs are included in Shooting 
the Russian War, and even with the 
absence of color the::y are startling in 
their beauty. Although the reader is 
constantly aware of the danger the 
author underwent, he envies her not 
only her courage but her oppor-
--~------------------~----~~1 
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tunity of seeing this spectacular 
phase of history in the making. 
The book presents an excellent 
composite picture of the Russian 
people; for it deals not only with the 
soldier at the actual front but also 
with the everyday life of the brave 
men, women, and children in civil-
ian life. Small children fight for the 
chance to put out an incendiary 
bomb on a rooftop during an actual 
raid, and women work long and hard 
at the tasks their men could not fin-
ish before leaving for battle. The 
reader cannot help being impressed 
by the fierce love the Russian has for 
his country, a love which makes a 
guerrilla fighter of every citizen and 
keeps him fighting long after he 
knows that he himself is lost. 
But the Russian has his gay side, 
too; and, according to the author, 
any small event, any happy thought, 
any excuse whatever, calls for a party 
at which everyone and everything is 
toasted again and again. 
The Russian is also a deeply relig-
ious person. Although church activi-
ties are not encouraged by the state, 
neither are they discouraged; and 
Russia abounds in churches of all 
kinds. In Moscow alone there are 
many New and Old Orthodox 
churches, Roman Catholic cathedrals, 
and Jewish synagogues. There are 
also churches for the Dutch Re-
formed, the Adventists, the Dukho-
bors, the Presbyterians, the Baptists, 
the Shakers, and even the Holy 
Rollers. 
Miss Bourke-White has devoted 
one chapter of her book to the story 
of the photographing of Stalin. She 
is the only American photographer 
ever granted this privilege, and her 
well-known picture of Stalin caught 
him as he was smiling at the author's 
antics in focusing her camera from 
the floor. She says: 
As I crawled on my hands and knees 
from one low camera angle to another, 
Stalin thought it was funny and started 
to laugh. . . . . When the smile ended, 
it was as though a veil had been drawn 
over his features. Again he looked as if 
he had been turned to granite, and I 
went away thinking that this was the 
strongest, most determined face I had 
ever seen. 
The author's text is well and eas-
ily written. It is often serious, often 
humorous, and always sincere. The 
photographs are remarkable, and 
they are well placed in the text. 
Each photograph has its own explan-
atory caption, which gives a satisfac-
tory and detailed explanation of the 
picture. 
In the appendix the author lists 
her photographic equipment and 
gives complete data for each picture 
included in the book. 
This reviewer feels that some cred-
it should go to Miss Bourke-White's 
husband, Mr. Erskine Caldwell, the 
distinguished American writer, for the 
part he played in the creation of this 
book. He not only traveled good-
naturedly with a wife who carried, 
besides the usual toothbrush and one 
complete change, 600 pounds of pho-
tographic equipment; but he also 
accepted without rancor the fact that 
both the washstand and bathtub 
were constantly filled with washing 
prints. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH. 
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World of Words 
LANGUAGE IN ACTION. By S. I. 
Hayakawa. Harcourt, Brace and 
Company, New York. 1941. 345 
pages. $3.00. Popular edition, $1.00. 
A ND now a book to help us speak accurately and understand the 
world of words in which we live, of 
all things, by a Japanese! But let this 
not prejudice the readers of this re-
view against the author and against 
his book. Professor Hayakawa, late in 
1941, when this book was printed, 
was Professor of English in the Illi-
nois Institute of Technology at Chi-
cago. He came to the United States 
from Canada, where he had been 
born in 1906. His book, Language in 
Action~ sets out with the purpose of 
teaching us "how to tell a lie when 
you read it or hear it, as an accom-
plishment of vital importance in this 
day of propaganda and censorship." 
This is exactly what the book does, 
and whatever the land of the author's 
ancestry has done to us at Pearl Har-
bor, and since, can have no bearing 
on the soundness of the author's sci-
entific analysis of all the various pit-
falls of muddy thinking. What the 
book promises to do and does most 
acceptably is 
to present certain principles of inter-
pretation, or semantic principles, which 
are intended to act as a ldnd of intel-
lectual air-purifying and air-condition-
ing system to prevent the poisons of ver-
bal superstition, primitive linguistic as-
sumptions, and the more pernicious 
forms of propaganda from entering our 
systems. 
And really, this is a very excellent 
book. We can hardly compress into 
a review the system on which Profes-
sor Hayakawa's demonstrations of 
"the tricks that we play on ourselves 
with words" is built up. But a few 
samples will make many of our read-
ers eager to possess the book. 
There is, for instance, the matter 
of "loaded" words. We used to call 
them "question begging epithets." 
"Loaded" is a better term. We are 
cautioned to keep our personal feel-
ings out of statements of fact. 
Instead of "sneaked in," one should 
say "entered quietly"; instead of "poli-
ticians," "congressmen" or "aldermen"; 
instead of "office-holder," "public offi-
cial"; instead of "tramp," "homeless un-
employed"; instead of "Chinaman," 
"Chinese"; instead of "dictatorial set-
up," "centralized authority"; instead of 
"crackpots," "holders of uncommon 
views." A newspaper reporter, for ex-
ample, is not permitted to write, "A 
bunch of fools who are suckers enough 
to fall for Senator Smith's ideas met 
last evening in that rickety firetrap that 
disfigures the south edge of town." In-
stead he says, "Between seventy-five and 
a hundred people were present last eve-
ning to hear an address by Senator 
Smith at the Evergreen Gardens near 
the South Side city limits." 
You get the idea. Words have a 
meaning beyond their meaning in 
the dictionary. They have connota-
tions, something words suggest even 
if it is not directly stated. 
Then there are the words that 
"don't inform," that are simply ar-
ticulate noise intended to express 
feelings and to rouse them. A simple 
case is the use of language in church 
services incomprehensible to the con-
gregation: Hebrew in orthodox Jew-
ish synagogues, Latin in the Roman 
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and Japanese temples. But that is 
only curious and serves to introduce 
a very great category of words that 
convey meaning far beyond and of-
ten radically different from their orig-
inal sense. Thus: 
Sellers of perfume choose names for 
their products that suggest France-
"Mon Desir," "Indiscret," "Evening in 
Paris"-and expensive brands always 
come in "flacons," never in bottles. 
And it makes a difference whether 
we say (to quote an example from 
page 93) , "] apanese divisions ad-
vance five miles," or "Japs stopped 
cold after five-mile advance." 
MUCH of the author's most valu-able instruction is based on his 
skilful presentation of certain logical 
processes for the benefit of those who 
have had no formal instruction in 
logic. His explanation of what we 
mean by "abstractions" is altogether 
admirable. But he is at his best in 
the discussion of the ways in which 
language can be made to work "affec-
tively." There is the verbal hypno-
tism of sermons, speeches, essays, 
which convey the general air of say-
ing something important regardless 
of what is being said. 
Like snakes under the influence of a 
snake charmer's flute, we are swayed 
by the musical phrases of the verbal 
hypnotist. If the author is a man to be 
trusted, there is no reason why we 
should not enjoy ourselves in this way 
now and then. But to listen or read 
in this way habitually is a debilitating 
habit. There is a kind of churchgoer 
who habitually listens in this way, how-
ever. He enjoys any sermon, no matter 
what the moral principles recommend-
ed, no matter how poorly organized or 
developed, no matter how shabby its 
rhetoric, so long as it is delivered in 
an impressive tone of voice with proper, 
i. e., customary, musical and physical 
settings. Such listeners are by no means 
to be found only in churches ..... Just 
as cats and dogs like to be stroked, so 
do some human beings like to be ver-
bally stroked at fairly regular intervals; 
it is a form of rudimentary sensual 
gratification. Because listeners of this 
kind are numerous, intellectual short-
comings are rarely a barrier to a suc-
cessful career in public life, on the 
stage or radio, on the lecture platform, 
or in the ministry. 
Not that allusions, as means of 
evoking certain feelings, are in every 
case reprehensible. Far from it. The 
study of history and literature is a 
most necessary means of increasing 
our understanding of what others are 
trying to communicate to us. 
One who fails to understand passing 
allusions to well-known figures in Eu-
ropean or American history, to well-
known lines in Chaucer, Shakespeare, 
Milton, Wordsworth, or the King James 
version of the Bible, or to well- known 
characters in Dickens, Thackeray, or 
Mark Twain may be said in the same 
sense to be an outsider to an important 
part of the traditions of English-speak-
ing people. 
T HERE is some very necessary discus-sion of the habit which we all 
have of guiding ourselves by words 
alone, rather than by the facts to 
which words should guide us. A very 
dangerous habit, in a way, since, if 
we yield to it, we may, in the course 
of a lifetime, "pile up entire systems 
of meaningless noises, placidly un-
aware that they bear no relationship 
to reality whatever." The adsmiths 
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are experts in the creation of such 
attitudes, especially the purpose of 
the so-called "national advertising," 
has become the creating, in as many 
of us as possible, of "signal" reac-
tions. 
We are being trained toward the ob-
jective where we are supposed to auto-
matically ask for Coca-Cola whenever 
we walk to a soda fountain, automati-
cally take Alka-Seltzer whenever we feel 
ill, automatically ask for Chesterfields 
whenever we want to smoke ..... Much 
of this is achieved by a skilful playing 
on words, as when the "protective 
blending" that harmonizes wild animals 
with their environment and makes them 
invisible to their enemies is equated 
with the "protective blending" of whis-
kies. . . . . Meaningless facts are also 
charged with significance: "See the New 
Hy-Speed Electric Iron. It's stream-
lined!" 
And then, in the lowest level, the 
verbal "glamorizing" by which we 
"are sold daydreams with every bot-
tle of mouth-wash, and delusions of 
grandeur with every package of 
breakfast-food." 
Psychologically, all this belongs to 
"reactions to signals" short-circuiting 
the habits of thought entirely, so far 
as that is possible. Professor Haya-
kawa accounts for a large number of 
complexes and phobias in this way, 
as for instance, the resentment com-
plex. 
The infantile mind, equating words 
with things, regards unkind words as 
unkind acts. Attributing to harmless sets 
of noises a power of injuring, such a 
person is "insulted" when those noises 
are uttered at him. So-called "gentle-
men" in semi-savage and infantile so-
cieties used to dignify signal reactions 
of this kind into "codes of honor." By 
"honor," they meant extreme readiness 
to pull out swords or pistols whenever 
they imagined that they had been "in-
sulted." Naturally, they killed each oth-
er off much faster than was necessary, 
illustrating again a principle often im-
plied in this book: the lower the boil-
ing point, the higher the mortality rate. 
A number of very well chosen 
illustrative readings from Mark 
Twain, Steinbeck, Stuart Chase, and 
others, complete the volume, and 
credit is given to Alfred Korzybski's 
General Semantics, of whom the 
author says, "His principles have in 
one way or another influenced almost 
every page of this book, and his 
friendly criticism and patient com-
ments have facilitated at every tum 
the task of writing it." 
Just Bemelmans 
I LOVE YOU, I LOVE YOU, I 
LOVE YOU. By Ludwig Bemel-
mans. Illustrated by the author. 
The Viking Press, New York. 1942. 
207 pages. $2.50. 
1f Love You, I Love You, I Love You 
lL is a collection of short stories, 
reminiscences, and personal adven-
tures of the one and only Ludwig 
Bemelmans, written in his usual un-
assuming way. He writes as if he 
doesn't know how his story is going 
to end, and then he ends it with a 
bang. Many of the selections have 
already appeared in The New York-
er, Harpers Bazaar, and Town and 
Country; but all of them bear re-
reading. 
In this book Bemelmans hops un-
concernedly from a discussion of how 
td distinguish a genuine shrunken 
) 
I 
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head in Quito to an explanation of 
why it is not safe to poke fun at 
Hitler in Berchtesgaden. No matter 
what the author chooses for his sub-
ject, the reader knows that it will be 
treated from a new and refreshing 
point of view and that it will be 
amusing. Mr. Bemelmans writes in 
what seems to be a very offhand man-
ner, and yet the reader retains from 
the stories not only what the author 
has actually set down but what he 
has implied by a strategic use of un-
derstatement. 
"Souvenir" is a sentimental recol-
lection of the Normandie in her hap-
pier days. "I Love You, I Love You, 
I Love You" rather nicely settles the 
problem of finding a suitable nurse-
maid for young Barbara Bemelmans. 
"Star of Hope" and "Pale Hands" 
recount the adventures of some 
French crooks who do things with 
a flourish. "Watch the Birdie," one 
of the longer and more complex 
stories included in this book, gives 
some rather valuable tips on how to 
become a successful fashion photog-
rapher. "The Bride of Berchtesga-
den" has nothing to do with Hitler's 
marital status: it is a warning to 
those who laugh too readily. "Cha-
grin D'Amour" brings up the old 
color problem with a new twist, 
"Head-Hunters of the Quito Hills" 
not only gives lessons in how to rec-
ognize fake human heads but also 
tells of what materials such items are 
made. In "Vacation" Mr. Bemelmans 
tells what to expect from famous res-
taurants and a four-year-old child 
while touring the United States. In 
"Cher Ami" a crook, who has just 
escaped from Devil's Island, lets both 
the author and the reader down by 
not accepting the position as the 
Bemelmans butler. "Camp Nomopo" 
will bring tears to the eyes for little 
Barbara, who doesn't like to brush 
her teeth in a tin pail and who wants 
to go home. "Sweet Death in the 
Electric Chair" is a Hotel Splendide 
story, and, though it preaches sweet 
charity, it also warns the reader to 
use extreme caution when dispens-
ing it. 
Mr. Bemelmans' illustrations alone 
will keep many people happy for 
hours. As a matter of fact, anyone 
who can put this book down before 
finishing it ought to consult his phy-
sician. 
PATTERSON McLEAN FRIEDRICH. 
Christianity vs. Fascism 
THE SEED BENEATH THE 
SNOW. By Ignazio Silane. Trans-
lated from the Italian by Frances 
Frenaye. Harper & Brothers, New 
York. 1942. 360 pages. $2.75. 
T HE unhappy people who live un-der fascist domination have little 
opportunity to speak their minds 
openly and frankly. They are the 
unwilling victims of the strange mal-
ady which afflicted the horse Plebis-
cito. As a colt, this animal had been 
called Off-color; but when he ac-
quired the curious habit of raising 
and lowering his head as if he were 
constantly saying yes, the Italian 
peasants promptly nicknamed him 
Plebiscito. After all, they know all 
about the institution called the pleb-
iscite. 
But even though the people of 
Italy can only nod yes to the mad de-
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crees of their would-be Caesar, there 
are still Italian voices which loudly 
and defiantly shout "No!" One of 
the most eloquent of these voices is 
that of Ignazio Silone. A devout 
Catholic, an ardent champion of the 
peasant and the laborer, and an out-
spoken advocate of liberty and jus-
tice for all men of all classes, Silone 
has long been on Mussolini 's pro-
scription list. At the time of the 
fascist march on Rome in 1923 the 
famous writer was associated with his 
brother in the publication of a labor 
paper at Trieste. The Silones were 
vehement in their opposition to the 
entire Black Shirt movement. Con-
sequently, their paper was soon con-
fiscated. The elder Silone was 
clubbed to death by the fascist po-
lice, and Ignazio was hunted through-
out the length and breadth of the 
land. For years the loyal peasants of 
his native Abruzzi kept him safely 
hidden; and, in 1931, they succeeded 
in smuggling the fugitive into Switz-
erland. Here Silone still lives in ex-
ile. The events of the past decade 
have amply justified his rebellion 
against the fascist state and have 
greatly intensified his zealous efforts 
in behalf of the oppressed people of 
Italy. 
The Seed Beneath the Snow con-
tinues the story of Pietro Spina, the 
brave young anti-Fascist who was the 
main character in Signor Silone's 
earlier novel, Bread and Wine. Pietro 
and his God-fearing old grandmoth-
er, Donna Maria Vincenza, speak for 
all the men and women who are 
grieved and troubled because their 
homeland has fallen under the blight 
of ll Duce's dictatorship. Their dis-
tress is concerned not only with suf-
fering and poverty. 
There'll always be national troubles: 
coughs, deafness, lice, hangnails, hail, 
fire, death and the rest; these we cannot 
hope to destroy. But this has become 
a land in which it has become very dif-
ficult to be a real Christian, extremely 
difficult if by the word Christian we 
mean something more than mere fre-
quenting the church with its priests 
and sacraments, learning the catechism 
and mumbling our prayers; that is, if 
we mean the following of a Christian 
life. . . . . In this luckless country 
friendship is becoming a rare thing, like 
sincerity and courage, so that the boys 
and the girls of the Saint Louis Club 
and of the Children of Mary ask, "What 
is this thing called friendship?" 
Donna Maria lives by a simple 
creed. She does not give ear to the 
gossip of the marketplace, nor does 
she read the newspapers. For her 
there is one Judge and one judg-
ment of the priest who would have 
her compromise with the exigencies 
of the times. She asks only one 
question: 
To every Christian, as far as I know, 
the latest important event was the Cru-
cifixion of Jesus Christ. Has something 
happened to cancel or in any way di-
minish the sacrifice of our Redeemer 
for all His creatures? 
There are other beautifully drawn 
characters in Signor Silone's mag-
nificent novel. They come from all 
walks of life. Some of them are 
knaves and villains; others are the 
quiet, unsung heroes and heroines 
who more than justifiy the author's 
belief in an ultimate rebirth of lib-
erty and justice. For just as a tiny 
seed of wheat survives the cold and 
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the snow of winter, so will the seed 
of truth remain secure and un-
touched by the ill winds of the totali-
tarian tempest. 
The Seed Beneath the Snow is an 
absorbing book. It is a story of today. 
told with warmth, sincerity, barbed 
and brilliant wit. 
Basis for Discussion 
AGENDA FOR A POSTWAR 
WORLD. By J. B. Condliffe. 
W. W. Norton & Company, New 
York. 1942. 232 pages. $2.50. 
T HE author of this book, who is now Professor of Economics at 
the University of California, was 
formerly on the staff of the League 
of Nations and has taken part in the 
principal economic conferences of re-
cent years both here and abroad. He 
writes from a conviction that post-
war problems must be discussed now, 
at least in broad principle, if there 
is to be, when the time arrives, an 
effective support of a workable, co-
operative plan for a peaceful world. 
The proposals made are intended, in 
particular, to suggest for discussion 
practical ways of achieving the eco-
nomic aims that are stated in the At-
lantic Charter. 
Obviously, when peace comes 
again, swift action will be necessary 
to avert a chaotic collapse of all or-
ganized social activity in many 
stricken countries and to start them 
on the road back to rehabilitation. 
But the victors, which are assumed 
to be the United Nations, will also 
have to meet for themselves the diffi-
cult problems of changing from a 
wartime economy to one of peace. 
Unless there is wise action there will 
be grave danger of an aggravated 
repetition of the experiences after 
the last war - an inflationary boom 
followed by a deflationary slump 
which could easily lead again to the 
restrictive nationalistic policies which 
went so far to destroy international 
economic co-operation between the 
wars. 
Professor Condliffe offers sugges-
tions how these dangers may pos-
sibly be met by the United Nations 
through economic arrangements and 
controls during the transition period 
after the war. He deals with such 
matters as the stages of reorganiza-
tion, international economic co-
operation, co-ordination of credit 
policies, commodity controls, debt 
and demobilization, reparations, ac-
cess to raw materials, and exchange 
stability. While, as the author ad-
mits, no one can at this time foresee 
how the world will look when the 
war ends, his sober and realistic pres-
entation of general principles for 
the re-establishment of international 
order and co-operation may well 
serve as a basis for discussion on the 
issues involved. 
A BRIEF GLANCE AT PUBLICATIONS 
A SURVEY OF BOOKS 
KALTENBORN EDITS 
THE WAR NEWS 
By H. V. Kaltenborn. Maps by 
C. S. Hammond & Co., New York. 
E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc., New 
York. 1942. Ninety-six pages. $1.00. 
Do YOU want to know "why Jimmy Doolittle and his outfit were so 
chivalrous and did not bomb the 
Imperial Palace in Tokyo," what 
Alaska's part will be in this war, why 
Germany has not attempted an inva-
sion of England by way of Ireland, 
what President Roosevelt means 
when he speaks of "winning the 
peace"? If you are looking for crisp 
and clear-cut answers to these and 
many other questions, you will do 
well to read H. V. Kaltenborn's lit-
tle book. You may not always agree 
with his statements; but candor will 
compel you to admit that he bases 
his answers on wide-ranging knowl-
edge and experience. All the ques-
tions are timely; all the replies are 
to the point. Mr. Kaltenborn does 
not pretend to "know all the an-
swers." "I just do my best," he says, 
"to supply answers to questions which 
6o 
puzzle or disturb millions of patri-
otic Americans." The maps add much 
to the usefulness of the volume. 
THE ROAD TO VICHY: 
1918-1938 
By Yves Simon. Sheed and Ward, 
New York. 1942. 207 pages. $2.25. 
DR. YVES SIMON, formerly Profes-sor of Philosophy at various 
French universities, came to our 
country in 1938 to join the faculty 
of the University of Notre Dame. 
His principal published works deal 
with political history and philosophy. 
The present volume endeavors to 
show how the fall of France came 
about, namely as a result of a delib-
erate action on the part of Naziism, 
which had studied both the weak-
nesses and the strengths of French 
democracy and had developed the 
right technique for using both to de· 
stroy France. For a proper evalua· 
tion of the book the reader must be 
familiar with the internal political 
conditions in France as they devel-
oped since World War I. While the 
author marshals an array of facts to 
I 
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prove his thesis and while there can 
be no doubt that the fifth column 
was actively at work in France, this 
reviewer cannot escape the impres-
sion that other factors, for which no 
outside influence was to blame, .con-
tributed largely to France's down-
fall. If the cancer of political cor-
ruption had not weakened France, 
we doubt that any force from the out-
side would have caused her sudden 
and complete disintegration. Therein 
lies the lesson for us, too, as a nation. 
Where national righteousness is lack-
ing, there can be only inner rot, and 
almost any organized force from 
without can break down the outer 
shell that remains. 
THE SOUND OF 
AN AMERICAN 
By David Ormsbee. E. P. Dutton 
& Co., Inc., New York. 1942. 319 
pages. $2.50. 
W HY do authors emit novels of this kind, and why do publish-
ers spend good money to print them? 
Unfortunately, salaciousness and 
downright filth are still widely in 
demand. In The Sound of an Amer-
ican the man who uses the pen name 
David Ormsbee concocts a story 
which, in many instances, reveals an 
ability to write with vigor and 
beauty; but he heaps lewdness upon 
lewdness. Page after page revels in 
the language of the gutter and sends 
forth the stench of the sewer. Novels 
can do much to show that our nation 
is fighting a just war against the 
Berlin-Rome-Tokyo Axis; but they 
lose much of their force and much of 
their usefulness when they wallow in 
slime. Realism has gone to seed in 
The Sound of an American. 
DIARY OF A WASHINGTON 
CORRESPONDENT 
By David Lawrence. H. C. Kinsey 
and Co., New York. 1942. 356 
pages. $2.75. 
D AVID LAWRENCE, through his daily syndicated column and as editor-
in-chief of a weekly magazine de-
voted to national affairs, The United 
States News, is widely known as an 
interpreter of current events. He has 
been a reporter and news analyst for 
over thirty years, serving the Associ-
ated Press at various times and work-
ing as foreign correspondent for 
American newspapers. After World 
War I he covered the Paris Peace 
Conference and accompanied Presi-
dent Wilson on his trips to England 
and Italy. Among his books we 
have The True Story of Woodrow 
Wilson, Nine Honest MenJ Beyond 
the New Deal, etc. 
In his Diary Mr. Lawrence covers 
the period from May, 1940, to May, 
1942, under the following heads: (1) 
"Total War and the Fall of France" 
(May to July, 1940); (2) "Before 
the Elections" (July to November, 
1940) ; (3) "After the Elections" 
(November, 1940, to May, 1941); 
(4) "Before Pearl Harbor" (May to 
December, 1941); (5) "After Pearl 
Harbor" (December, 1941, to May, 
1942). It goes without saying that 
we have here excellent source mate-
rial for the history of these two years, 
together with the author's comments 
on and reactions to the events which 
he records and the men whom he 
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discusses. The value of this book will 
increase with the years as a better 
perspective makes it possible for the 
student to evaluate the opinions and 
criticisms of Mr. Lawrence. 
THE CUP AND THE SWORD 
By Alice Tisdale Hobart. The 
Bobbs-Merrill Company, Indian-
apolis and New York. 1942. 400 
pages. $2.75. 
AT THE close of the Franco-Prus-sian War young Philippe Ram-
beau found himself destitute and 
alone. His family was gone, and his 
father's vineyard in the province of 
Alsace had fallen to the enemy. For 
a long time the youth drifted aim-
lessly from city to city, begging or 
stealing what he needed to sustain 
life. Then came the memorable day 
when he sought shelter in a great 
cathedral. Cold, wet, ragged, and 
hungry, Philippe knelt before the 
high altar. The rich furnishings, the 
burnished gold of the candlesticks, 
the shimmering silver of the altar-
vessels, and the shining silk and deep 
velvet of the altar-coverings awak-
ened in him a sudden fierce longing 
for wealth and comfort. In that mo-
ment he desired only to be rich and 
powerful; he coveted the very fit-
tings of the house of God. Almost 
immediately he bowed his head in 
shame and contrition. Silently he 
vowed that he would return to the 
way of life which his ancestors had 
found good and that he, too, would 
make wines to be used in the sacra-
ment. 
Philippe worked his way to Amer-
ica and settled in the beautiful Napa 
Valley, in California. For seven years 
he was poor and ragged here, just as 
he had been in France. Then he 
acquired his first vineyard, and the 
tide began to turn. 
The story of Philippe Rambeau's 
success is told in Alice Tisdale Ho-
bart's excellent new novel, The Cup 
and the Sword. It traces the history 
of the Rambeaus through three ex-
citing generations. It also presents 
an engrossing account of the devel-
opment of the wine industry in the 
United States from the early days 
when men from twenty-odd nations 
in the Old World came to the rich 
valleys of California and established 
vineyards and wineries in the man-
ner and in the tradition practiced 
from time immemorial throughout 
Europe, in Asia Minor, in Persia, 
and in Egypt. 
CHRISTMAS 
An Annual. Edited by Randolph 
E. Haugan. Augsburg Publishing 
House, Minneapolis, Minn. 1942. 
72 pages. $1.00. 
T HIS is the contribution of the Augsburg Publishing House to 
the spirit of the nativity season. As 
usual, it is excellently done. Every 
editor and printer must marvel at 
the consistency with which Manager 
Haugan is able year after year to 
turn out a publication of such high 
literary and technical excellence. The 
articles, stories, and reproductions of 
paintings are of a uniform! y high 
order. Perhaps few single factors have 
been more significant in bringing the 
spirit of Christmas to America than 
this annual. THE CRESSET's editorial 
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staff is again represented in "Christ-
mas": Dr. W. G. Polack contributes 
an article on "Christmas With Our 
Presidents," and the Rev. A. R. 




Translated by Charles Wharton 
Stork with an Introduction by 
C. J. Hambro. Princeton Univer-
sity Press, Princeton, N. J. 1942. 
153 pages. $2.75. 
T HIS volume is a little tour de force. Ordinarily it is impossible 
to catch the spirit and tone of poetry 
in translation. Mr. Stork has accom-
plished this to a remarkable degree. 
Here are verses which can only be 
Norwegian. While they are uneven-
some of them are good, some fair, 
some excellent-they present a re-
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markable picture of the indomitable 
faith of the great Norwegian people. 
They breathe the national mind and 
soul. There are religious poems, 1 yrics 
of nature, national songs, and medita-
tive verses. Taken together they pre-
sent a significant picture of the Nor-
wegian soul. Typical of the tone and 
spirit of some of the religious verse 
in the volume is the following: 
Lord of spirits, may the treasure 
Thou hast given be used for Theel 
Ah! but show Thy gracious pleasure 
When the song-gift fails in mel 
For my heart leaps with a higher 
Inexpressible desire 
Toward the final mystery. 
Let my singer's wreath be riven 
From me and in dust be flung, 
\Vhen my soul's true voice in heaven 
Rises purified and strong, 
And I kneel in bliss before Thee 
With the angels, who adore Thee, 
Blending harp-notes with their song! 
TO THE MAN IN THE ARMED FORCES 
Special "Service Subscription" rate: $1.00* 
(*In Cenadion funds: $1.25) 
fPlease use the enclosed order form] 
Check List of Books Revie\Ved 
June} I942) to November) I942 
c EVERAL times a year THE CRESSET presents a check list of books re-
0 viewed in the columns of the journal over a period of four or five 
months. This list may serve as a reminder to our readers as well as a 
brief survey of the books THE CREsSET for one reason or another has 
considered worthy of notice. 
The following system of notation is used: ***Recommended with-
out reservation. THE CREssET believes these books have exceptional 
and lasting merit. **Recommended-with reservations. The reserva-
tions are indicated in the reviews and are usually concerned with errors 
in morals or in facts. At times a book which is good enough in itself 
receives only two stars because its value is ephemeral. *Not recom-
mended. Reviews of these are printed in our columns for negative and 
defensive reasons. Usually they are almost entirely without merit. 
*** Greatness in Music by Alfred 
Einstein 
*** Cross Creek by Marjorie Kin-
nan Rawlings 
*** Old McDonald Had a Farm by 
Angus McDonald 
*** Flight to Arras by Antoine de 
Saint-Exupery 
*** Lover of Life by Zsolt de Har-
sanyi 
*** Writers of the Western World 
edited by Addison Hibbard 
*** How to Read a Page by I. A. 
Richards 
*** Ramparts of the Pacific by Hal-
lett Abend 
*** The Red Decade by Eugene 
Lyons 
*** West with the Night by Beryl 
Markham 
*** The Problems of Lasting Peace 
by Herbert Hoover and Hugh 
Gibson 
*** Victory Through Air Power by 
Major Alexander P. De Sever-
sky 
*** The M en Who Make the Fu-
ture by Bruce Bliven 
*** Until That Day by Kressmann 
Taylor 
*** Selected Works of Stephen Vin-
cent Benet 
*** They Were Expendable by W. 
L. White 
** Only One Storm by Granville 
Hicks 
** josephus and the Emperor by 
Lion Feuchtwanger 
** The Last to Rest by Ernest Ray-
mond 
** In the Years of Our Lord by 
Manuel Komroff 
** The Firedrake by Elgin Grose-
close 
**New Hope by Ruth Suckow 
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** Voltaire and Beccaria as Reform-
ers of Criminal Law by Marcello 
T. Maestro 
** The Song of Bernadette by Franz 
Werfel 
** Women for Defense by Margaret 
Culkin Banning 
** The Last Time I Saw Paris by 
Elliot Paul 
** Russia and japan by Maurice 
Hindus 
**And Now Tomorrow by Rachel 
Field 
** Assignment to Berlin by Harry 
W. Flannery 
** Deadline by Pierre Lazarefi 
** The Rock and the Wind by 
Vivien R. Bretherton 
** Drivin' Woman by Elizabeth 
Pickett Chevalier 
** All-Out on the Road to Smolensk 
by Erskine Caldwell 
** Social Goals and Economic In-
stitutions by Frank D. Graham 
** Spenlove in A ready by William 
McFee 
** Book of Bays by William Beebe 
** Repairmen Will Get You If You 
Don't Watch Out by Roger Wil-
liam Riis and John Patrie 
** Rebirth in Liberty by Eva Lips 
** Propaganda by Short Wave edi-
ted by Harwood L. Childs and 
John B. Whitton 
** Home Front Digest by Malcolm 
Logan 
** MacArthur on War edited by 
Frank C. Waldrop 
** japan Rides the Tiger by Wil-
lard Price 
** The just and the Unjust by 
James Gould Cozzens 
** High Stakes by Curt Riess 
** The Amazing Roosevelt Family 
by Karl Schriftgiesser 
** 1\!f.y Friends, the Apes by Belle 
J. Benchley 
** The Pennsylvania Germans edi-
ted by Ralph Wood 
** Ambassadors in White by Charles 
Morrow Wilson 
** The Real Mother Goose, Rand 
McNally and Company 
** The Turning Point by Klaus 
Mann 
** Soviet Asia by R. A. Davies and 
A. J. Steiger 
** Religion in Soviet Russia by N. 
S. Timasheff 
* The Making of Tomorrow by 
Raoul de Roussy de Sales 
* Uncensored France by Roy P. 
Porter 
* The Hour Before the Dawn by 
Somerset Maugham 
* jews in a Gentile World by 
Isacque Graeber and Steuart Hen-
derson Britt 
* The Road We are Traveling by 
Stuart Chase 
* The Drums of Morning by Philip 
Van Doren Stern 
* Van Loon's Lives by Hendrik Wil-
lem van Loon 
* Agent in Italy by S. K. 
Motion Picture 
THE CRESSET evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces. 
N o single incident in the pres-ent world-conflict aroused 
greater indignation than did the 
ruthless destruction of the Czech-
oslovakian village of Lidice. En-
raged by the assassination of the 
infamous "Hangman," Reinhardt 
Heydrich, Adolf Hitler com-
manded that the women and the 
children of Lidice be deported 
to German work-camps. The en-
tire adult male population was 
to be "liquidated" by execution 
squads, and the buildings of the 
village were to be leveled to the 
ground. Lidice was literally to 
vanish from the face of the earth. 
The Fuhrer's sentence was car-
ried out with merciless thorough-
ness. The village was destroyed. 
No living thing remained there 
to say to passers-by, "This was 
Lidice." 
But the voice of Lidice has nor 
been stilled. Through the medi-
um of press, radio, and motion 
picture it continues to cry out to 
the en tire world. A small com-
munity in Illinois has adopted 
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the name Lidice and has erected 
an altar to the memory of the 
martyred dead. Edna St. Vincent 
Millay has fashioned the tale in-
to a poem called "The Murder 
of Lidice" (Harper & Brothers, 
New York, 1942). A radio dra-
matization of Miss Millay's work 
was performed with notable suc-
cess by a fine cast. Another trib-
ute to the people of Lidice is 
found in the recent! y released 
Paramount motion picture short, 
They Refuse to Die. This, too, 
has been adapted for radio pres-
entation. 
The subject of propaganda in 
time of war inevitably gives rise 
to a storm of controversy. For my 
part, I am unalterably opposed 
to atrocity propaganda which is 
designed wholly to arouse hatred 
and to instil a lust for revenge. 
Surely, we have had enough of 
hatred and intolerance. But the 
film, We Refuse to Die, cannot 
be dismissed as mere propaganda. 
The tragedy enacted at Lidice i'i 
only a few months in the past. 
December 1942 67 
This monstrous thing actually 
happened in the dark year of 
1942. Naturally, the re-enactment 
of the destruction of Lidice moves 
us to quick, sharp anger. But it 
must do more than that. It must 
serve as a warning and as an ex· 
ample of the debasing power of 
a creed which would divide man-
kind into two groups: a small 
class of H errenvolk and a vast 
host of "inferior peoples." 
A Letter from Bataan (Para-
mount) is also an effective prop-
aganda film. Its purpose is to re-
mind those of us on the home 
front of the tremendous obliga-
tion every citizen owes to the men 
of our armed forces. 
The Pied Piper (2oth Century-
Fox, directed by Irving Pichel), 
too, must be classed as war prop-
aganda. On the whole, it is good 
propaganda, even though the 
picture has not fully captured 
the spirit of kindliness and toler-
ance which marked Nevil Shute's 
appealing novel of the same name. 
For one thing, Monty Woolley 
has not succeeded in submerging 
Monty Woolley in his portrayal 
of the gentle and dignified old 
Englishman who brought his 
young refugee charges safely 
through the perils of a hazardous 
journey. Then, too, the scene 
which shows the Englishman -
who himself had lost a son over 
Dunkirk-gloating over a distant 
R. A. F. bombardment seemed to 
me to be utterly incongruous and 
distressing. This isn't the spirit 
which will make a good or a last-
ing peace. The children in The 
Pied Piper are irresistible. Here 
we have genuine ambassadors of 
good will. 
Reap the Wild Wind (Para-
mount, directed by Cecil B. De 
Mille) is full of sound and fury. 
A typical De Mille super-spec-
tacle, the picture has too much 
of everything-all very beautifull)' 
and very elegantly done up in 
technicolor. Too bad it lacks the 
one ingredient indispensable to 
the making of a fine film: genu-
ine artistry. 
Ten Gentlemen from West 
Point (2oth Century-Fox, direct-
ed by Henry Hathaway) . Here we 
have an unimpressive hodgepodge 
of fact and fiction, a curiously 
disjointed mixture of chivalry 
and knavery. Surely, the colorful 
history of West Point offers am-
ple material for a more distin-
guished film offering. 
jackass Mail (M-G-M, directed 
by Norman Z. McLeod) follows 
the customary Wallace Beery 
rough-and-tumble, catch-as-catch 
can _pattern. Years of experiencE 
have taught us to expect Mr 
Beery to hem and haw his wa) 
through a role which depicts him 
as a simple soul, a diamond in 
the rough devoted to (a) a child, 
(b) a horse, or (c) a child and 
a horse. This time it's a child. 
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For good measure, in Jackass 
Mail we have another diamond 
in the rough: Marjorie Main, a 
rose of the desert who possesses 
the wisdom of Minerva, the al-
lure of Lamour, and a homespun 
philosophy guaranteed not to 
shrink, fade, or peel. Ho-huml 
What would the American 
stage be without the Barrymores? 
The youngest member of this dis-
tinguished theatrical family is 
twenty-one-year-old Diana Barry-
more, the daughter of the late 
John Barrymore and the novelist 
who used the pen name Michael 
Strange. Between Us Girls (Uni-
versal, directed by Henry Koes· 
ter) affords the young actress am-
ple opportunity to demonstrate a 
very genuine talent. An unfor-
tunate tendency to overact has 
been noticeably subdued, al-
though Miss Barrymore is still in-
clined to regard every scene as 
her own particular oyster. Yet, in 
spite of the fact that much of the 
action is a bit far-fetched and 
even though the entire picture 
leans heavily on slap-stick com-
edy, Between Us Girls is highly 
amusing and gratifyingly relaxing 
entertainment. 
Footlight Serenade (2oth Cen-
tury-Fox, directed by Gregory 
Ratoff) is a gay and tuneful story 
of backstage life. Music in the 
manner of today by the popular 
song-writing team of Robin and 
Rainger and new and colorful se-
quences are sure to please musi-
cal comedy fans. One might rea-
sonably take exception to occa-
sional lapses from the strict de-
mands of good taste. 
Any spies today? Ah yes, a 
whole nest of 'em in Pacific Ren-
dezvous (M-G-M, directed by 
George Sidney) . This is a better-
than-average B picture presented 
by an able but relatively unim-
portant cast. 
The Falcon Takes Over (Para-
mount, directed by Irving Reis) 
is a not-too-baffling mystery story. 
George Sanders portrays the role 
of the "shrewd" crime specialist 
who assisted the police in answer-
ing the question,· "Who done it?" 
I, for one, had the feeling that 
the audience was always at least 




Adventures of the Cresset 
Sir: 
The morning after the mail man 
delivers THE CRESSET I carry it under 
my arm, between the books, "The 
Seventh Cross" and "Signed with 
Their Honour," to be taken to the 
library. 
I have read THE CRESSET the eve-
ning before-from cover to cover. As 
I enter the side door of the library 
the dim, book-lined interior looks 
strangely desolate and lonely before 
opening time. Hubert meets me at 
the door. Hubert is a university stu-
dent who marks books during the 
summer months at the library. His 
father is a concert pianist. I know 
with a bright certainty that someday 
Hubert, too, will follow the shining 
paths of fame. He grins at me and all 
the charm and knowledge of his 
Spanish ancestors is in that grin. 
"This is the day you bring THE CREs-
SET, isn't it?" he says, holding out 
his hand. After I hand him the mag-
azine he quickly turns to the music 
section. He is very much interested 
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in the article on Chopin. He reads 
it quickly, now nodding his head in 
agreement, once or twice his dark 
eyes flashing in disagreement. 
John, the reference assistant, comes 
by. He stops, scans THE CRESSET. He 
looks at the art prints. "I don't know 
whether I like. El Greco or not-a 
little too heavy for me," he says half 
to himself, half aloud. Then he asks, 
"What mag is this-I've never seen 
it before." Hubert gets ahead of me 
-Hubert whose ancestors have been 
Catholic for generations-Hubert, 
with the candor of an artist, says, 
"This is THE CRESSET put out by the 
Lutheran Church." 
John looks amazed. He whistles 
through his teeth. "You mean this 
fine layout is put out by a church 
publication. Imagine! They're sure 
aiming high, aren't they?" 
"They've reached their aim," says 
Hubert quietly, quickly, and sudden-
! y I wish the editor of THE CRESSET 
could be standing by my side-could 
hear Hubert. 
I give the book to the assistant in 
charge of the periodical department. 
She stamps "gift copy" and "property 
of San Antonio Public Library" on 
the cover. She puts it in its place un-
der the C's. We notice the June pub-
lication is ahead of the July one-
another copy is still on the reading 
table. The periodical assistant is 
truthful and blunt, "This is one gift 
magazine that is read, but frankly, I 
don't like the movie reviews-they're 
too, too harsh!" She goes on, "And 
sometimes ~he whole CRESSET gets a 
little too highbrow-you just know 
professors write the articles"-she 
flips through the pages, "but it's 
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still very good-only I think more 
people would read it-more people 
here-our everyday people-if the pro-
fessors sounded a little less like pro-
fessors." 
At noon I look in at the periodical 
room. An old shabby man, probably 
in out of the rain, is reading-of all 
things-THE CRESSET. Pretending to 
be straightening the magazines I 
glance over his shoulder. "Is the 
Church at \1\Tar?'' is the title of the 
article he is reading. 
At three I go on duty in the 
magazine room. A young priest has 
THE CRESSET next to the Catholic 
Advance. At five a young high school 
student comes in-she wants a copy 
of THE CRESSET. She has a record col-
lection and likes to list the new re-
cordings in THE CRESSET each month 
-she copies the names and prices of 
the records in her school note book. 
That night my young husband 
looks for THE CRESSET. "Did you take 
it to the library already?" he asks, 
faintly annoyed after a long, hard 
day. I tell him while the steak is 
frying-about Hubert waiting for 
THE CRESSET-almost at the door--
about the young priest reading it. 
He smiles wearily, "I'll do like the 
rest and go down to the library this 
week and read it." 
I know that tomorrow morning I'll 
have to stack THE CRESSET neatly on 
the shelves-glad of it that they are 
not in a neat, unread pile-glad that 
someone in the reading room will 
have a copy of it, reading it intently. 
Suddenly I have a librarian's pride 
in a good magazine that is much 
read. But suddenly, I'm glad, too, 
with a humble Lutheran pride that 
THE CRESSET is a magazine put out 
by our Lutheran Church! 
LYDIA HoFFMANN 
San Antonio, Texas 
Thank You 
Sir: 
Dr. Geiseman's "Facing the Issues 
of War" is class 1-A reading matter. 
THE CRESSET sparkles like a jewel in 
this olive drab atmosphere. I like it. 
Keep 'em Rolling. 
PFC. WALTER BIEHL 
Stockton Motor Base, Calif. 
Sir: 
For some time THE CRESSET has 
been coming to me regularly. It is 
a pleasure to receive it and I wish to 
express the men's and my own appre-
ciation for it. 
It is a delightful and refreshing 
magazine. Every page is read with 
vivid interest. The policy of viewing 
world events from a Christian view-
point and with a Christian interpre-
tation is most commendable. 
Needless to say, THE CRESSET stands 
"ace high" with the officers and en-
listed men. 
Thank you most heartily. 
CHAPLAINs. M. TWEETEN 
San Francisco, Cal. 
Sir: 
When I took a six-month subscrip-
tion to THE CRESSET it was to help 
the Walther Leaguers, because I had 
never seen a copy of your journal 
and hadn't the slightest idea what 
was in it. And you are right-the 
renewal order certainly slipped my 
mind, as I remember thinking when 
' December 1942 71 
the two extra copies came that I must 
send at least a dollar to keep my 
name on your list. And why am I 
subscribing again? Because I simply 
cannot resist good reading matter, 
and I do en joy THE CRESSET so very 
much. 
Anyway, here is the $2.00, and I 
look forward to receiving THE CREs-
SET for at least another year-an in-
teresting year, I think. Thank you 
for the reminder, because if it hadn't 
come, I probably would have neg-
lected sending it. 
MRS. W. L. WHITING 
Chicago, Ill. 
Order Form for CRESSET BOOKS Reviewed in this issue 
Check Here Title Price 
0 1. What About Germany? by Louis P . 
Lochner .. . ......... . ....... $3 .00 
0 2. The Seventh Cross, by Anna Seg-
hers 
0 3. Last Train from Berlin, by Howard 
K. Smith .. . . . . . . . . . 
0 4 . Time of Peace, by Ben Ames Wil -
Iiams ••• 0 • • 0 • •• 
0 5. The New Invitation to Learning, 
edited by Mark Van Doren 
0 6. Shooting the Russian War, by Mar-
garet Bourke-White .... 
0 7. I Love You, I Love You, I Love 
You, by Ludwig Bemelmans 
0 8 . The Seed Beneath the Snow, by 
lgnazio Silone ... 
THE CRESSIIT 










Check Here Title 
0 9. Agenda for a Postwar World, by 
J. B. Condliffe 
0 10 . Kaltenbom Edits the War New.s , by 
H. v . Kaltenborn 
0 11. Th e Road to Vichy : 1918-/938, 
by Yves Simon 
0 12 . Anthology of Norwegian Lyrics, 
translated by Charles w. Stork . . 
0 13 . Christmas, edited by Randalph Hau-
gan 
0 14 . Diary of a Washington Correspon- . 
dent , by David Lawrence .. 
0 15 . The Cup and the Sword, by Alice 
Tisdale Hobart 
0 16 . Language in Action, by s. I. Hay a-
kawa 
0 17. Food: A Weapon for Victory, by 
Bertram Fowler 
Date . 
Please send the undersiined, postpaid, the above books, for which I enclose $ . 









2 . 75 
2 . 7 5 
3.00 
l. 50 
CITY . ... . .•. . ....•........ . ........ . .. .. . ..... ... . STATE .. . .... . .... . ... . . . . 
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T HE CRESSET Associates extend good wishes for a blessed and 
happy Christmas to all our read-
ers. This year Christmas dawns 
upon a world which needs it more 
than ever before. Following a cus-
tom established 
feel that this will be an additional 
contribution to our coverage of 
American thought. 
We have received a number of 
commendatory letters concerning 
the work of our motion picture 
last year (and 
one which we 
hope will contin-
ue for many years 
to come) . the edi-
tors have contrib-




and emotions at 
this blessed sea-
The 
critic during the 
past few months. 
We agree with 
the enthusiasm of 
our correspond-
ents. To our re-
gret our critic 
prefers to remain 
anonymous. Editor's 
Lamp '"' ,....., 
Our guest re-




sian War and I 
Love You, I Love 
You, I Love You). 




·'"' ,...... CONTRIBUTORS 
At the last FINAL NOTES 
meeting of THE 
CRESSET Associ-
ates it was re-
solved to expand 
the Magazine Section to include a 
larger number of periodicals. Be-
ginning with the January issue 
approximately ten magazines will 
be reviewed each month. While 
the space for this department is 
naturally somewhat limiteq, we 
(A Window on Water). 
'"' ,....., 
Our business department wants 
us to remind our readers that THE 
CRESSET will make an excellent 
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